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HIBERNIAN ECLOGUES* 



TO WHICH ARE ADD 



MISCELLANEOUS? 




By THOMAS ATKINSON. 



Let not ambition meek their ufefiil toil, 
*' Their homely joys ana* deftiny obfcure : 
Nor grandeur hear with a difdainfial fmile, 
" The ftiort and fimp*e annals of the poor." 
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Now when the Negro freedom can acquire, 
" No more eipell'd by traffic from his ftore t 
Now when th« Baftile yields to Gallic fire, 
•' When Freedom bids the Belgic Lion roar : 
Shall not any people claim aloud their right F — 

Spoke by Iernb, Vide page «s» 
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Advertifement. 



S feveral of the Subscribers to the following 
work have exprefled a wiih that their names ftiould 
no* be mentioned, the Author hopes his bcnevtflfcnt 
Patrons wilt excufe the infertionor a futncription lift. 

He however cannot avoid thus particularly acknow- 
ledging the goodnefs of Henry QttiweU r Efq. and 
Mr. James Ferrall, Sales-inaft**"; the former of whom 
(with a liberality of fpirit which reflefls the higheft 
honour upon his character as a private gentleman) 
took 5© book*, and the latter zi . 

The Author is extremely forry that the wort 
fhould be fo deficient as it i«-— both with reipeCt t» 
A/ft, and quality qfpape* ; but, pref&imei to hope his 
Ef\clanchply fitua.tton will fujffieiently apologize with 
the humanity of his Patron* and readers j particular- 
ly as the work was only intended to be productive of 
a tmptfatf retifcf, till he came into pofleffion of a 
fmall propertv which he h in hopes of reed vivz 
Shortly, 



TO t n I 



RIGHT HONOURABLE 
TTieEARL.oft}HAKLEMOSrr. ££. 6fr. 

MY LORD, 

AS the fqHowing Poems were 
chiefly penned on a fubje& which 
all Europe knows is peculiarly dear to 
you, viz. that of national liber- 
ty ; I do not jfcruple presuming to fix 
upon your Lordfhip, as the moft pro- 
per character among the illuftriotts of 
this country to whom I ought to dedi- 
cate my little work. 

Humbly hoping that thofe trifling 
effufions of a juvenile pen, will in 

fome 



v DEDICATION. 

fome degree merit your Lordfhip'o at- 
tention ; I therefore throw them at 
your feet, and if they fhould be fa- 
voured with yonr approbation, fhall 
efteem myfeif honoured indeed, 

Thajt you a&ay $ong remain the glqry 
of Ireland, and a bleifing to all around 
you : that you may live to fee the 
fanguine wifhes of an humble bard rea- 
Ii%eci y in the ferfeEi emancipation of 
yotir courttry, is the ardent prayer of, 
my Lord, 

Your Lordfhip's nigft obedient,; 

and devoted humble ferva&U 

THOMAS ATKINSON. 



Some account of thi AUTHOR. 



JL HE Author of the FoHowdg Poems was born 
at Bifhop Auckland in the County of Durham, 
March 28th, 1770, If high defcent can beftow 
real dignity on any pcrfon whatever, he certainly 
has firiie tfghtto lay dam to it; as his Grandmo- 
ther^ maiden name on his Fathers fide was 
Howard, ftie being a diftant relation to the noble 
Duke'of that name : — whilft his Graadmother on 
his Mother's fide, whofe maiden name was 
Bellafyfe, was allied to the Earl of Fauconberg. 

The Father of this unfortunate youth, (who 
was a Lieutenant in the army) d)ing when he 
was an infant j upon his arrival at a proper age 
his mother fent form to an erceltent claffic fchool 
at Kirby-hill, in the north of Yoxkftiire, where, 
under the aufpices of The Rev. Meffrs. Dixon and 
Hale, he firftof all imbibed that paflion for the mufes 
which has ever aSuated his foul in the moft fen- 
Hble manner.— Of that fweet village he ever 
fpeaks with extacy, atjd looks back with tr$u>£- 
port on the happy days when he wandered through 
kft beautiful vicinity, and admired the charms of 

nature 
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nature with a Pope or a Thomfon in his faaacL— 
It was there that he penned numerous little effufi- 
ons of fency which he committed to the flames 
almofl as foon as wrote; and in particular, 
when only about iz ytars old made a bold attempt 
indeed at his age, and edmpofed two Cantos of a 
Poem on the deftruction of Jerufalem by Tims, 

But alas this happy fituation was not to laft 
toftg !— oiir Bard was doomed to be expelled From 
the feats of innocence and peace, and what was 
more piercing from the cultivatio . of the daffies. 
)He had an Uncle who was of opinion that no 
fyherfc of life was fo proper for youth to be placed 
in as that of biifitiefs, and therefore unfortunately 
not paying proper attention to his nephew's tufn 
of mind, he prevailed upoft his parent to tear him 
frcftn the fociety of Viigil and Miltdn to become 
acquainted with Galen and Hippocrates }— rphis 
his mother was the more ready to do, fince hat- 
ing imbibed the principles of the Metbedifts, and 
afterwards thofe of the Qjtakers, fne could not 
bedr the idea of -pefrtiittiag her fon to be a Clergy- 
man in the eftabliXhed churchy which profcflion Ae 
at firft intended he fhouid adopt. 

Accordingly fhe bound hirn apprentice to a fiir- 
geon and apothecary in Newcaftle ; in which gay 
place he no longer ** trcd the pure virgin fnows 
himfelf as pure, n but Unfading £s1t were into a 
new kind of exiftewte, fer ilifferent frcm thai m 

*rhioh 
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which be had fpent his earlier y^irs > through in- 
experience he was led to deviate into the paths of 
folly by the example of a gay fellow apprentice ; 
and being inadequate to carry on the bufinefs 
which he was placed «v whilft difpenfmg medi- 
cines, his mind was fo totally taken up with 
Apollo and ths niowe, that he was frequently on 
the point of administering cathartics for emetics, 
and emetics for cathartics, thereby imn^a^ntly 
endangering the fafety of many tkat were com- 
mitted to his care ; till at laft his matter very pft- 
ly growing out of all patience with his conduct, 
and he hunfelf being heartily tired of the bufinele, 
his indentures were reftored to him, and a Ope- 
ration took place between them in the beginning 
of the year i 7S9. 

Fiom this period may be dated the commence- 
ment of poor Atkinfon's calamities ; and few are 
the youths that have experienced in a more pierce- 
ing degree the buffets of misfortune ! 

Upon feperating from his mafter he fled for 
ftelter to his aged parent, who though ihe truly 
felt for his me!anch*Jy fitu&tion, had it not pro- 
perly in her power to relieve him, fmce from 
motives wfaich &e t ft^emed tfeiigiot&j fhe had for 
feme years I ack refignsd a pedfion of 20/. per 
annum ; (which government allows to the widows 
of Lieutenant,} and therefore had no other rt- 
fotrrce left t:cc:pt in the (battered remnktt af b$t' 

fortune, 
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fcfrtutfe, which ffce had pHctd m the hands of hfer 
brother above mentioned ; but this fmall moiety, 
(being exafperated at Airs. Atkinfon's conddffc 
for rcfigning her penfion, and at her fen fc quit- 
ting his bufinefs,) he thought proper to lay claim 
to; (upon what grounds iie kn6ws beft,} and to 
deprive both the unfortunate Mother and Son of 
almoft their fole earthly prfcvifen.— -4*mg fteeped 
up to the very lips in poverty, they experienced 
•all tbehitternefsof want, till at laft through the 
atfiftaiice of a near refefcita, they were enabled to 
ccme over to Ireland, in order to procure a fmall 
.property which was beqaeathfcd to our Author "by _ 
his Father's Mother ff em which they hoped to 
experience relief. 

Accordingly they landed at Dublin, but foon 
after their arrival found that the property in que£» 
tion could not be touched till he came of age !— 
Here again, in aftrange place, they became involved 
in fuch a complicated fcene of diftrefs as our con- 
fined limits will not allow us to attempt defcribing-. 
—The Poem entitled the Complaint (fee page 41 } 
will delineate it in fome meafure ; fuffice it to fay, 
that ftruck with admiration at the brave indepen- 
dent fpirit which the Irifh have lately evinced in 
the caufe of freedom ; and fmit with a fympathetic 
feeling for the fnfferings of our wretched peafantry, 
he compofed the following poems ; and rather than 
forfake the mufe which adhered to him in the vale 
of tribplation, i*efufed to accept of an offer which 

hi* 
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his Uncle made by letter of providing feF htm 
again in bufinefs upon condition of hi* going to 
London. 

With refpe& to the following poems, it is to 
be hoped the Author's juvenile time of life will 
plead for mercy with the criticks. — Whatever may 
prove the public decifion concerning them, no one 
can juftly alledge they are wrote by a pen tift£lur- 
ed with partiality : fince although the Author at- 
tacks the arbitrary conduQ; of * the EngHfh, he is 
himfelf an englishman! and although he pleads 
for the oppreflfed Roman Catholics, he is a mem- 
ber of the established church! 



The EDITOR, 
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TO THE 

Right Honble. and Honble. 

The MEMBERS of the 

ROYAL IRISH ACADEMY. 



X ATRONS of fcience ! whofe benignant fmile; 
Bids Genius and the Arts adorn this ifle, 
You, who Antiquity's paft fcenes revive, 
"Whilft your refearches bid fuch relicks live, 
As paint Rome's manners to the wondering view 
And the bright glories of proud Greece renew ; 
You, who the long loft Druid's art reftore, 
Who bid the Nine forfake each claffic fliore," 
To charm with verfe divine Ierne's planis once 
more. 
Ah ! may the humblejl of the mufe's train, 
Guardians of woith, addrefs you not in vain: 
A ftranger by unfeeling fortune croft, 
By thofe he loves the beft oppreft the moft, 
Courts in this ifle the fweet Msenalsrin ftrains^ 
Singing the Joys and fonws of it$ fwains. 
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Though weat his efforts,— Should you in them 

find, 
Aught which toibft-ey'd pity melts the mind, 
Which bid's the foul with freedom's warmth glow; 
And makes the patriot feel his Country's woe; 
With hafte arreft the threatening flxoke of death, 
Andfave zywthful Poet's fleeting breath. 
So, if hereafter, worthier ftrains hefings, 
Touching with nobhr themes the hallow'd firings, 
You' praife fhall echo to the mufe's lyre, 
Whilft he&rtfelt gratitude his lays fhall fire ! 

T. Atkinson, 

Pnhlin, SefL 26, 1791. 



HIBERNIAN ECLOGUES. 



ECLOGUE L 

CONNOR, or the PEASANT'S COM- 
PLAINT. 

TIME*— MORNING. 

OICILIAN lays awake my gentle mure, 

Nor let leme's ifle her themes refufe. 

Sweet themes ! which Pope hath tun'd with reeJ 

divine, 
Which Collin's fancy favour'd, taught to fhine. 
Begin, foft mufe~ may glowing thoughts infpire 
Thy rural warblings, with defcriptive fire ! 

B & 
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In Munfte^'s province (when on zej hyr& born, 
With rofy fmiles arofe the balmy mom ; 
Unveiling purple profpect to the view, 
Jlerfteps advancing imrk'd withfilver dew) 
Sad Connor, penfue, diove his fleecy care, 
O'er paftures green, to crop their morning fare- 
While dead to fmilmg fcenes which joy impart, 
The charms of morn delighted not his heart ; 
1W lmets waibl'd thro 5 the leafy fpray, 
Tho* larks v\ ith 1 » i ler mufic hail'd the day ; 
Tho' v crdure fmil'd beneath a pearly fhower, 
Tho' fragrance breath'd from every beauteous 

flower ; 
Yet his fad foul couM give no trace to woe, 

While thus in mournful mood he taught his grief 
to flow, 

u Farewell ye rural fcenes that once could 
pleafe, 
No more the feats of joy and fmilmg eafe ; 
Mute be my pipe, and mute the vocal ftrain, 
Which oft' hath made a wretched fhepherd vain. 
Now love itfelf my foul no longer charms, 
No more I court fair Anna to my arms. 
Adieu, yefportive flocks, my pleafing care 
No more with wanton bleatings fill the air j 

Youf 
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Your faithful fwain for ever from you torn, 
Indiflant climates now is doom'd to mourn. 
For ah! no more (to fad defpsir a prey) 
He means to fpendin want the live-long dr;* 
Farewell^ my native land, ah ! farewell, 
Thy fcenes no more my farrows can difpel. 

u Ill-fated land! unhappy native foil ! 
Gaunt penury rewards thy people's toil ; 
Chill want and dire oppreffion o'er thee fway, 
Thy peace is fled, thy fwains no more are gay. 
No more in m my dance they tread the green, 
Whilfl: rueful grief in each fad look is ften. 
The fable mifei here, with greed/ r^r, 
Teanifrom the wretched fwain faisfesnty wage; 
Defpoilshis flock, and h) 1 - his till v. e wafte, 
To pleafl hi-- luft, or fe-.J hfa pamperM tafle, 
Juftice no more exaltt bei equal fcale, 
But purple knaves o'er innocence prevail. 
Farewell, my native land, *l:i r , farewell! 
Thy fcenes no more my forrow^ c ui aifpel. 

11 Fair are thy waving field* of yellow corn, 
Which ftill with golden pomp thy vales aiom ; 
Ah, what, aks, avails thy golden fhew ? 
An harveft rich but ferves to mock our woe. 



B2 
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To foreign climes thy corn is borne away, 
While raifers leave ut here, to want, a prey j 
For them, betimes, in flow'ry fpring we fow, 
For them the fpoils of lufcioua Autumn flow ; 
To them belong alone the dear bought gab 
Of pinching labour, poverty and pain. 
Yet, tho' the peafant's toil fupports their pride* 
His abje&ftate in mock'ry they deride* 
Farewell, my native land, alas, farewell ! 
Thy fcenes no more my forrows can difpeL 

*' Fearlefs the horrid pomp of war to face t 
Tliy fons, leme, are a dauntlefs race j 
Eager in foreign climes the foe to brave, 
Flows their befl blood bright liberty to fave ; 
But ah, they leave their native foil in vain, 
Their offspring droop at home with want and 

pain. 
The wretched mother frnit with woe fevere, 
Drops o'er her ftarving babe the piteous tear. 
.And while fhe views her haplefs infant die, 
Implores from Heav'n " revenge," with frantic 

cry; 
Then, in defpair, dares death to give her peace, 
And, wild rnxh forrow, wifhes life to ccafe ! 

FareweU, 
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Farewell, my native land, alas, farewell ! 
Thy fcenes no more my forrows can difpel. 

" But peace, my foul — fay what avails thy 
woe, 
Kind Heav'n, a lot more fair, can yet beftow ; 
To fome propitious climate let me fly, 
Better abroad to live— than here to die,— 
Some blefled land where freedom conquers pain, 
Wbere ufeful peafants labour not in vain ; 
There o'er fweet meads by vexdure rendered gay 
My bleating flocks in harmlefs mood fhall play : 
There ih all they crop at eafe their leafy food, 
*Jur more for purple tyran's fhed their blood. 
While unmolefted in my rural cot, 
Freedom fhall crown with peace my happy lot. 
Farewell, my native land, alas, farewell ! 
Thy fcenes no more my forrows can difpel." 



*3 
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ECLOGUE H. 



PHELIM akd DORAN, or the PANE. 
GYRIST. 



TIME — NOOK* 

HE fFry hours drew fultry noon along, 
Ceasd was the peafant's toil, the rural fong ; 
When flickered fafe from Sol's overpowering heat* 
Phelim and Doran fixM their cool retreat, 
Where fpreading trees in clofe diforder flood, 
EnamourM leaning o'er fweet Liflly's flood. 
Here when refrefh'd from toil by balmy reft, 
Doran his fellow ihepherd thus addrefs'd, 

" Phelim ftnce filence fills this leafy fliadej 
Moft fit for flxains of pleafant raufic made ; 
The cares of toil fay fhall we not forego, 
Ar J teach our fouls in nielody to flow ? 
See LifFey's filver waves in murmurs fall, 
Seeming for tuneful notes of joy to callj 

Then 
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Then hade, Oh Phelim, chaunt a vocal ftrain, 
My pipe, perchance, may join thee not in vain;" 

The fhepherd faid — his plea acceptance found, 
Whilfl: Phclim thus made hill and dale refound. 

" Fly far ye gales, my vocal {trains convey, 
Let diftant regions liften to my lav, 
To polar flues- — to fbltry climes belong 
The mighLy theme that crowns my daring fong. 

" Behold a prince in future time {hall reign, 
Stretching o'erutmoft earth his vaft domain, 
Sceptres of gorgeous Ind' his hands fhall wield, 
To him the fovereigns of the north (hall yield j 
For him great prince the chief of future kings, 
Hymen exulting fpreads his purple wings. 
While by the loves in foft cenfufion led, 
A charming princefs haftes to crown his bed ; 
For them gay zephyrs Flora's flow'rets blow, 
Rich garlands on the nuptial couch to throw. 
Delightful time approach—bright fame arife 
Exalt his high renown with quicknefs to the ikies 
Fly far ye gales, my vocal ftrains convey, 
Let diftant regions lifted to my fay. 

" Ye fable fons of Afric mourn no more, 
Hisfway benignant fliall your peace reftore. 

No 
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No children ravifhed from their parent's fide, 

No fun-burnt lover parted from his bride, 

Shall more be doonVd as wretched flaves to roam, 

For ever exil'd from their native home. 

At his command , fweet freedom fhall releafe 

The bonds of woe — and blefs your fouls with 

peace. 
His fleets o'er foaming; ocean fhall prefide, 
Sail unmolefted thro' the yielding tide ; 
With ftreamers fluttering to the golden day, 
No foe prefumptuous (hall oppofe their way. 
Safe {hall they vifit each Barbaric fliore, 
And groan beneath th« weight of precious ore. 
For them the fpicy gales of Ind' fhall blow, 
For them rich gems in fplendid mines fhall -glow. 
Fly far, ye gales, my vocal ftrains convey, 
Let diftant regions liftcn to my lay. 

u The fouthemifles that now uncultured lie, 
In folltude beneath a gentle flcy, 
Shall by his people's aid new life aflume, 
And 'mid the fea, like little Edens, bloom. 
From each deferted mount and barren vale, 
With verdure fmiling fragra&ce fhall exhale. 
To naked fhrubs gay flow'retsr fhall fucceed, 
And paint, with vary'd hues,, each laughing mead. 

The 
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The naked Indian, with delight, fhaltfpy 
The rifing fweets that meet hb ravifh'd eye ; 
With grateful feelings, fhall implore his God 
To blefs that king who gladdened bis abode ; 
Then hafte exuking to tlie cany grove, 
And with his fa?ble charmer, whifper love. 
Fly far, ye gales, my vocal ftrains convey, 
Let diftant regions liften to my lay, 

" In them bled days exalted to the fides, 
O'er other lands Ieme's ifle fhall rife, 
True to her prince, by loyal firmnefs prov'd* 
Her daring fons fhall be by him belov'd. 
Then fhall the rich productions of her foil, 
From plenty's urn, reward the lab'rer's toih 
Her fwains, content, no more fhall quit their home> 
Nor feek, with wandVmg feet, afa* to roam. 
Bleft freedom (in whofe caufe they frequent bled) 
Shall Jill with joy each happy rural fhed. 
Then fhall the name of tythes be heard no 

more, 
All pains from purple tyrants fhall beo*er ; 
Then pleafure fhall the peafant's care beguile, 
And while the profpe£h of his harvefts fmile, 

Gay 
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Gay mirth fhall lead the jocund dance along, 
Each grove fhall echo to the rural long* 
Fly far, ye gales, my vocal ftrains convey, 
Let diitant regions liften to my lay." 

Th u s Phelim fung— while SoPs meridian blaze, 
Parch'djaature's beauties with refulgent rays. 



ECLOGUE 
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ECLOGUE IE. 



PATRICK and DERMOT, or thi 
EMIGRATORS, 



TIME— EVENING. 

X WAS when mild Eve taught brighter day to 
fade, 
Involving profpecfc in her umberM fhade, 
Dermot to Patrick, thus in fimpleftratn, 
Difclos'd the woes that rent his foul with pain* 

Dermot. 
" Ceafe Patrick, ceafe to chaunf your lively lay, 
Nor longer with ycfur pipe conclude the day. 
Alas, it ill befeems a wretched fwain, 
Oppreffed like you to raife a jocund ftrain* 
Our daily earnings bafely from us torn, 
Times fad as thefe are hardly to be borne. 

For 
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For mc no joys my haplefs bofom chear, 
While want and ftaV*ry in my fight appear." 

Patrick. 
" Derm o t— too well I know my woeful ftate, 
But fay can forrow free rtie from my fate ; 
Wh\ fhould I quit my pipe for fad defpair, 
Nor hope that better days we yet may fhare." 

Dermot. 

u Say witlefs fwain, from whence proceeds your 
boaft 
Of good to come, when evV y hope is loft ? 
Think on the grievous ftate we now emdure, 
Ah dread what future forrows o'er us lour. 
Laft night when after toiling all the day, 
Spent with fatigue, homeward I bent my way ; 
Hard fell the rain, aloud the ternpeft blew, 
As near my little mud-built cot I drew. 
But ah, when near I came, with what furprizs 
No cot I faw, to blefs my longing eyes* 
Wilhful around I gaz'd, but all in vain^ 
The more I gaz'd, the more encreas'd my pain* 
For ah, my hut, which long had felt decay, 
The ruthleft ftorm at laft had fwept away ! 

Where ! 
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Where is my wife— my babes — aloud I c"j*d? 
Alas! alike with home, are they dfcny'cL 
Scarce had I faid, when lo/t faw them wait, 
Shivering with cold y before the parfbn's gate* 
The pamper'd mifer drove them from the door, 
Nor for his tithes fhew'd pity on the poor. 
What fhould we do ? no home we could acquire, 
No bread to eat — ao chill difpelling fire- 
On the cold ground an heap of ftraw we fpread, 
And fought r£pofe beneath a dropping fliedj 
►Ah, Patrick;, fay— involved in woes likethefe, 
Can hope or patience lull my foul to eafe ? 

Patrick. 
Such woes diftrefs me, wretched fwain, but 
ceafe, 
Time may reftore you to the fweets of peace ; 
Nor banilh hope— a friend may yet devife 
The certain means by which new joys may rife, 
And fcenes of plenty charm qur longing eyes* 
Nor does foft hope attune my pipe in vain, 
For freedom yet may animate its flrain. 



Dermot, 



'■CM) 

Dermot. 
Freedom ! ah Patrick, feek not to beguile, 
Freedom with plenty long has left our ifle ; 
Then fay — how fhould they on- our for rows fmile. 

Patrick. 
Then why fmce plenty quits our native foil, 
Since here no joy rewards the peafants toil; 
Since here the fons of Mammon fix their reign, 
Eager for lucre — Snce they render vain, 
The pang*, of nature and the cries of woe, 
Caufmg the peafant's grief apace to flow, 
"Why fhould we not to diftant regions fly, 
"And reap delight beneath fome kinder fky ? 
Tho' to our fouls feme's clime be dear, 
Tho' friends, tho' kindred, claim the parting tear, 
Yet, when no more the air we breathe is free, 
Where freedom is, th^re fhould our country be. 

Dermot, 
Su re any life exceeds the living here ! 
But fay-— to what new region would you fteer ? 



Patrick, 
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K, 



Patrick. 
Ah Dermot, let us fly to thofe fweet (bores, 
Where fofter fkies enripen nature's ilores; 
Where men difdain to bear oppreflive laws, 
Where Gallic lillies blufh in freedom's caufe ; 
A clime on which the (u.i delights to {hiney 
Blefl with the olive, rich, the purple vine. 
The thoughts of lovely France my bofom chears, 
And hope expels the force of flavifh fears. 
There we no more /hall yield to rev'rend knaves, 
For there the Iri/h are not view'd as flaves. 
But there, bleit Freedom fhallbe all our fong, 
WhilA joy fliall lead our golden days along. 
Ceafe Dermot, ceafe then, farther to complain 
But tune with me in hope this joyful ftrain, 
" By emigration, yet fweet freedom we may gain 

Dermot. 
Patrick — the profped chaqns my ravifh'd 
view, 
Now Shanon's banks farewell, my native foil adieu' 
Now will I tune with thee the vocal Ihell, 
Now gentle hope my forrows fhall difpel - f 
And when we've gainM a fit fupply by toil, 
For France* my Pat, we'll change Uiis flavifh foil. 
C 2 Patrick. 
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Patrick, 

Come then with me this night mycabbm fhare* 
Come— wifh your wife, your babes and banifh care. 
On plats of gentle ftraw you fhall recline, 
On choice potatoes, fait and water dine, 
And let us beat with fuelv*-we yet may fwim m 
winct 



KCIJOGUE 



{ I- >. 



ECLOGUE IV. 



CANNON and DILLON, o* the 
DESPAIRING SHEPHERDS. 



Time — ntght. 

C^HEQU'RING with filver rays the gteom of 

night, 
The Moon majeftic fhed her gentle light ; 
When fad beneath a fable fhade reclin'd, 
With love lick lays two fhepherds charm'd the 

wind * 
la mournful mood by turns they told their woes, 
Spending in grief the time of iEill repdfe. 

Fhft Cannon fung— his love with fcorn repaid, 
Thus hope and fad defpair his {trains alternate 
fway*d. 

C 3 Come 




a 
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Come lovely Nor ah, charm my ravilh'd 

fight* 

And add to former tranfports fnHli delight; 
Difdainful fair— -too beauteous in your face! 
Ah why fhould fcorn your beauteous looks dif- 

grace ? 
No more in ringlets let me twine my hair, 
No more fweet violets in my bofom wear; 
No more my form in each bright fountain view, 
Since Norah'fcarce efteems it worth her view. 
Yet yield /iot fair one to illufive arms, 
But blefs a faithful lover with your charms ; 
Defirous flames ffill glow within my foul 
And all my a&ions, all my thoughts, controul ; 
With love I pine— lov^ melts my foul away, 
Come charming fair, this burning anguiih ftay ; 
Soft fpring renews with green the rural bow'rs, 
And cloaths in blooming pomp the balmy flow'rs* 
The fun bids winter's ruffian ftorms to fly, 
Melodious birds in nature's mufic vie ; 
Then hafte and let us tread each verdant field, 
To cull the fweets \v hich Flora's bounties yield ; 
Come fcornful nymph— no youth can offer more 
Than the fair gifts I keep for you in ftore : 
For you the Linnet prunes its golden wing, 
The birds I rear for you in concert fing ; 
But now their notes my foul no longer charm, 
For ah, your frowns my joys of life difarm, 
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My bees for you from rofe to rofe Hull ftray, 

And each defert fliall honied fweets difplay. 

When autumn's riches feaft the toiling fvvain, 

What ripen'd fruits /hall glow your tafte to gain ! 

Few gardens; can with mine in beauty vie 

Bleft by the favours of a fouthem flty : 

My tender lambs that usM to fport and play, 

Fed by your hand no more — no more are gay. 

But if your all reviving form appear, 

Their fports again my pieafant mead* fliall chear. 

Your favoured doves again fhall playful coo, 

And the proud turkey boaft his ffclendid hue, — — 

But whither wanders my difha&ed brain? 

Unfeeling Norah glories in my pain : 

And all my rural prefents will difdain ! 

Some favoured yoath delighted with her charm.?, 
She clafps enairtour'd in her faithlefs arms ; 
While left a prey to cruel pangs of love, 
With ftrains of fad defpair I fill the grove. 
Ah ceafe, ill-fated Cannon — ceafe to mourn, 
Hopelefa for love that never will return f 
Farewell falfe Norah — fince your faithful fwain, 
Finds all attempts to melt your heart in vain ; 
F uc m ell — to yonder rock that meets the flcy 
With frantic trade will wretched Cannon fly, 

Plunge 



" 
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Plunge in the flood that deep beneath It flows 

And put a fatal period to his woes.— 

Then ccafb my mufe !" — with heart-felt angulih 

ftung, 
Such lays as thofe dejc&ed Cannon fung. 

But far more fad were wretched Dillon's 
pains, 

Soothing the filent nLht with mournful flraim. 

" Co we Mufe, (he cried) in plaintive mood re- 
found, 
The woes vhich Dillon's foul with anguifli 

wcund; 
Cn Ellin's facred grave fad dirges breathe, 
While foft I deck it with a fable wreath. 
Ah lovely nymph, and are your beauties fled, 
Say are you rtiingled with the pallid dead ; 
Tho' nipt fo focn your bloom of life is paft, 
Still fliall my love to you unfading laft. 
Still fhall your ihade my penfive forrov/s know, 
Sail fhall your manes liften to my woe. 
And oft as now while Cynthia's Giver horn, 
Glides thro' the clouds, I'll lyfs your grave forlorn. 
M promis'd bride 1 — and has malignant death, 
Suck'd the fwcet perfume of your vi 7 let breath ? 
Alas 1 that he Ihculd dare our love to fcorn, 
To mock the hanfports of our nuptial morn ! 

Was 



'} 
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Was it for him all fhepherds call'd you fair ? 
For him with rofeate wreaths 1 deck 1 d your hair J 
Did nymphs for him your bridaf dtefs prepare? 

Ah did the blooming rofe and Htly vie. 
Refulgent on your cheeks for him to die ? 
Oh torture — torture— let me call to mind 
That fatal morn when to the future blind. 
Joyful I led you thro' the crowded way, 
Blufhing with fweetnefs like the rifing day ; 
The brighteft gems that fouthern mines cou'd 

priz^, 
Vied not in luflre with y<Tur dazzling eyes ; 
Love fmil'd among your dimple^ aim'd his darts, 
From your fweet looks to pierce the coldeft hearts. 
But then yourfhape majeflic and divine, 
Each gazing Ihepherd envied you were mine ! 
Yet when my heart beat high to love's alarms 
When clofe I preft you in my fervent arms. 
Cold— funk your beauties from my fond embrace,' 
While fudden death made pale your lovely face : 
My lave— my Dillon — breathing flow you cryM 
Then gently bow'd your lovely head and dy*d .— * 
Oh what a fcene was thie — and do I live, 
Does wretched Dillon fuch a fate furvive ? 
From the dear charmer of his fancy torn, 
The joys of life are now become his fcorn. 

With 
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With grief I fade, with hidden angui/h pine, 
Soon /hall my corfe, fweet Ellin, fleep by thine ; 
Then every rnral nymph and fwain /hall fay, 
As chance by this ill-fated grave they ftray, 
u Beneath this turf, iiiterr'd, lies fide by fide, 
A faithful fhepherd witK his charming bride!"— 



MISCEL- 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 




I ERNE, a Poem. 



i 



. 



DEJECTED on a naked rock redin'd, 

Whofe hoary head o'er bung the toiling main* 
Ierne mourning at the Fates unkind, 

Gave all her foul a prey to grief and pain, 
Ceas'd was the mufic of her filvcr lyre, 

No longer by her lovely fingers ftrung ; 
No longer tun'd with rapture fwelling fire, 

Upon a drooping willow mute it hung. 
Her golden trefies difcompos'd, lay wafte, 

Sorrow the luflre of her looks deprefs'd ; 
The fable cyprefs no her brow was plafc'd ; 
Torn was the texture of her azure veft. 

Near 
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Near her the duteous partners of her woes, 

Her children frequent dropt the penfive tear j 
Or oft to lull her angmfli to repofe ; 

They fought with better hopes her foul to chear. 
The gallant Ulfter near her feet was pke'd, 

With down caft looks— >while from hfc lofty head, 
He tore the laurek of the Boyne in hafte, 

Since freedom dearly reap'd with them was fled- 
jll-fated Munfter fad behind her flood, 

Nor could his heart the piteous figh difown ; 
Muttering he mourn'd, his children robb'd of food, 

And curs'd the tyrants of the fable gown. 
Indignant Connmight ftriking hard his breaft, 

Near her left hand feejn'd inwardly to mourn ; 
For thofe bleft days when Irifhmen pofTeft 

Of freedom — held foft luxury in fcorn. 
But Leinfter, Englifh polifh*d, could beguile 

The pangs which rent his foul with better art ; 
Near to her right infidious with a fmile, 

He ftrove to foothe the forrows of her heart; 
But every foft perfuafion proved in vain, 

For nought could charm divine Ierne's woe ; 
Till thus Ihe free'd her foul a while from pain, 

Teaching her fwelling griet in words to flow : 

« Ah 
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** All ceafe my fan, the lovely mourner cry*d, 

" Ceafe to divert my fotil of joy bereft ; 
i$ For ah, my lovely ifland once my pride, 
" h bafely now by her own people left. 
" No more her fwaitis regard their native foil, 

" To other regions diftant far they fly; 
" Freedom to reap for other Lords they toil, 
" l : or thera thsy plough, for them in battle 
die. 
u But ah ! why ftiouH I feek -their ftay at home, 

** .Since has not Liberty my ifle forfcok ? 
* c Is it not fit my fan's afar fhould roam ? 

€i More fit they fttould than here oppreffiori 
brook ; 
" For from another ifle a numerous band, 

* c Of foreign locuft* in religions drefs; 
" Defpoil the goocbofs of my lovely land, 
4i And mock my peafants when they crave re- 
drefs. 
« What hoots it that my elder fi(ter*s pride, 

4 * Should to my view the finer arts difpla : ; 
44 Say what is tafte if fieedom bedeny'd, 
" Or what is life itfelf if tyrants fway ? 
«' Now when the Negroe freedom can acquire, 
4 * No more espelTd by traffic from his Ihore ; 

D " Now 
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tc Now when the Eaftile yields to Gallic fire, 

M When freedom bids the Bclgic Lion roar, 
€t Shall not my people claid aloud their right, 

" And bid religious liberty to rife ? 
€i Heligron "ihould not yield to human might, 

" Since free at firft (he bleft us from the flues. 
* f Till that be granted will lerne mourn, 

c * For that alone can free her poor oppreft : 
** When that is granted then her joys return, 

u For that alone can lull her cares to reft. 
i% Then fhall my people love their native ifle, 

u Within it party ftrife no more fhall rage; 
** The chereb Peace fhall on the region fmile, 

4t And joyful plenty give a golden age. 
** ThenihaOmy Catholics have equal claim, 

<c To thofe high places others now acquire ; 
f * Then fhall my ifle attain its preftine fame, 

** And like a Phenix rife renewed from fire P* 



ODK 
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ODElK PRAISS OF THE BRITISH 

POETS. 



Immortal fpirits of the fheii divine, 

Whither ye wander in the Elyfian grove. 
Or glad attendants on the heav'nly nine^ 

By facred Helicon delight to rove. 
Ye parent bards of Britifh verfe>— all haill 
Oh ! may my eager mufe not wholly fail, 
Tofing your praifes whiKt fhe dares afpke, 
Soaring aloft to tune the Theban lyre ; 
Oh whilft fhe tries to ftem artherial height, 
On trembling pinions guide her daring Sight. 

i. Spikser. 
What (bunds melodious charm my ravHh'd ear, 

** Now foft, now loud unto the winds they 
call : 
Breathing efer fairy fce&es delightful near, 

On painted meads,. enchanted groves, they fall. 

But 
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But Io, how chang'd the fcenes of fwect delighf , 
Dire fpe&res terrify the aftonifh'd fight : 
See warrior Knights in burnifh'd arms array 'd ; 
Start dreadful gleaming from the leafy fhade, 
Furious each ghaftly phantom to engage, 
Treafon, defpair, revenge and frantic rage ! 

2 Shakespeare, 
Kail natureV child I — fweet bard of Avon hair t ' 

Come folemn Tragedy in fable plight ^ 
With treffes flreaming to the floating gale, 

Come jocund Thalia join the facrcd rite. 
To deck his hallowed fhrine, oh hafte and bring, 
Fair bays from Helicon's immortal fpring : 
My Mufe — bright fancy to before thine eyes, 
Caufes his own fov'd offspring to arifc 
See Nature fmife upon her frantic Lear, 
There Hamlet raves-— the fair Ophelia here : 
View confcience torturing Richard's inmoft foul, 
See dire defpair in Romeo's eye-balls roll, 
AftonifhM I furvey !— divineft bard, 
May fame with endlefs meeds thy works fublime 
reward. 

3. Milton. 
Beyond the facred bounds of time *nd fpace. 
Say might the ventrous muft wplorc her flight ; 

Or 
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Or folitary think a path to trace, 

Thro' the dark realms of chaos and old night. 
Yes— by the bard of Eden led the found, 
Of verfe divme could charm the deep pTofoimd 
Or rais'd aloft beyond this nether fky, 
Could join the bright angelic choir on high : 
Where veil'd in glory on his azure throne, 
The Lord of nature reigns unbounded and atone. 

4. Drydek. 
Rehearfe, iEolian lyre, the praife rehearfe, 

Of him who made the Mantuan bard our own ; 
Sweet modulator of the Britifh verfe, 

Whofe flowing lays the Nine with glory 
crown. 
Whither the claffic bards with luftre fhine, 
Or fatire teaches in thy works divine, 
Whither Timotbeus rapt attunes the lyre,* 
Charming the foul with more than mortal fire; 
Still does thy verfe oh Drydea, clear and Axon 
Bear with hs fbrce fubfime the ravifh'd fenfe 
a'eng. 

5. Pope. 
W.HAT bar<i majefttc following near I fee, 
Charming the floating air with filver found ^ 

While 
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While to his paftoral reed's fweet taelody, 

The woods, the hills, and bubbling ftreams re* 
found. 
Defpairing Sappho near him chaunts her mom-, 
And Elqifa anfwers groan for groan : 
But hark ! — what founds my trembling foul af- 
fright. 
And chafe thepleafing kndfcape from my fight ? 
What fpint wafts me where the Grecian powr's* 
In dread array, befiege proud IKum*s towers ? 
Pope's genius leads me to the empurpt'd ground, 
Where madning clangors ev'ly fenfe confound : 
I hear-— the deaPriing fhricks of wild defpair, 
While horrid furies hifs— - and Gods contend in 
air! 

6. Young. 
"Oh let me twine with cyprefs wreath my lyre, 

And oft when Night hath Nature wrapt in flecp; 
Let Young my mufe mid dreary tombs infpire, 

At the mad follies of mankind to we^p. 
Taught by his fyd complaint no more I dread, 
The grave but joyful mufe among the dead, 
And while Loienxo's follies I defpife, 
lt>eam wifdom from the maxims of the wife ; 

Espe&ing 
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Bxpe&ing in bfelief that folemn hour, 
When death in glory loft, refigns his dated 
powV. 

7. Thomson.' 
But who amid the nine infpired throng, 

With lays defcriptive touch'd his gentle lyre ; 
Taught the fweet Seafbns to enrich hisfong, 

And painted Nature's fcenes with varied fire ? 
For Thomfon — Spring taught ftormy winds to 

yield, 
Repelling Winter with her verdant fhieH. 
For him the fun in clofe embrace Qouid fold, 
Bright Summer's charms and cloathe her rcbe fn 

gold ; 
For him rich Autumn bade her fruits to glow,. 
And hoary Winter clad the earth in filver fnow. 

8. Gray. 
Nor leave my mufe, that poet bright unfung, 
Who fn&tching fancy from the* young ey*d 
morn; 
His living cords with art tineqtialPd ftrang,. 
Soaring aloft on Pindar's eagle borne. 

In 
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In frceborn coafidfence defpifmg pain, 
I hear his bard tyrannic njight difdain : 
Defpair and wrath with varied force controul, 
The burning ang^ifti of his migfcty foul : 
I fee him fpurn with fcorn the clifted heig&t, 
Sealing his woes in everlafting night !<■ ■ '-* 
Yet not atone his odes fliall charm my IVhife, 
Oft with the eve her footfteps meek fliall ehuft^ 
By fweet elegiac contemplation led. 
With Gray mid rustic graves in penfive 
mood to tread. 



: 
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ELEGY. 

©n the death of a little bo£feven years of age fc 
who fell a vi&im to the craelty of Channel- 
Row Myrmidons— Thurfday March i8th. 
»790. 



H MsAtbus 4a tt litis pleai** 

14 His ftltem ace amu lem d«nii ct fungtx ieani, 

** Muacr« M 1 

VlJtOlL. 

W HAT palld phantom ilealihg on my fight, 

Seems in the air its little hand to wave ; 
While fad lamenting thro' the gloom of t^ight, 

It bids me hafte to yondfer tufted grave ? 
Ah, gentle ghoft, I follow tftee, but fay, 

Can echo thus thy plaintive notes return ; 
Parted fo foon in life from mortal clay, 

111 it befits a fhade like thine to mourn ? 
Thy tender foul by cheiubs borne away, 

Bath fbrely yifired that Heft abode, 

Where 
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ttfhere innocents rejoice in endlefs day, 

And tafte immortal blifs before their God. 
Ah gerttle (hade !— I Iiften to thy moan, 

And didft thou fell fo young, in freedom's 
caufe ? 
And haft thou left a while an heavn'ly throne, 

Tp bid my mufe thy noble death applaufe. 
Ill-fated wretch I—*hai nipt thy sgrly bloom I 

That rob'd a little Gracchus of hi& breath ; 
Time fhall his confeious foul to forrow doorp. 

Or juftice feal his fhorten'd days in death. 
For ah, the tyrant rob'd us of a life, 

Which ripen'd— freedom might have counted 
dear ; 
Which ftill with flavVy, might have been at ftrife, 

And fav'd Ierne oft a penfive tear. 
Perchance to fuffer for his cnuotry'fcgeod. 

Some Irifh Hampdep had in thee a-rofcj 
Some future Grattan in the fenate flood, 

Chargir^g corruption with his country's wcw^ 
Poor little patriot !*— what avails th$ tear, 

That pity's vQt'ries or the mufe can fhed ; 
Thy corfe^ike others cold — ties buried hero 

But few fo young, for liberty have bled. 
The great man's child ma£ boail a richer flvin^ 

Thine fhall not yield to bk in true renown j 

Thy 
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Thy grave by Freedom is efteem'd divine, 

And nature's choiceft gifts the tuft fliall crown. 
There the firft produce of the fpring fnall bloom, 
The fpotlefs fnow-drop raife its drooping head ; 
Sweet vi'lets charm the air with foft perfume, 
Fair daifies all around their beauties fpread. 
And oft when fable eve hath nature veiPd, 

Freecfcm in whifpers from thy grave ftall tell j 
How tyrants o'er thy free huzza's* prevailed, 
How brave thy little life for freedom fell. 
* The above elegy , was founded on the following 
paragraph, tnferted in Griffith's Phenix — Dublin 
March igth* 1790, 

*' Tejterday evening , the Channel-row /quad 
** bcin§ out on their ufual perambulations, attended 
u with the black cart to feize on vagrants, they 
" unluckily perceived a poor blind girl, who has 
" hitherto innocently acquFrdfubfijlence, by playing 
H on afddh, whom withfopte difficulty they forced 
" away to their repoftiory> ac&mpmied by a crowd 
* c of children. Qn flopping their cart to deliver up 
4€ their prey, they were fount ing f y falutzd with 
4t hu&£atyg~whta one of thofe villains without 
"further provocation, levelled his mujket at the 
u innocent little group, and actually Jbot a boy 
" aboutfe^en years old through the forehead*" 
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. E PI S T L E, 

RXADY rXVKED 

TOR A UTTLI M A R QJJ I S, 

TO A GREAT EARL, 

** Kci mihi quili* *r«t, 

<* Qjiintum mutittts &b illo !* 

Virgil, jEn. 2d. 

Jf ROM where at Sfr — wie your quondam friend 

remains, 
TorturM fevere, with limb disjointing pains ; 
Receive thofe lines and from my prefent ftate, 
'Learn to avoid in time a wretched fate. 
Once like ydurfelf by fervile crouds a3or'cl # 
While place and penfion waited on my word ; 
How foft the flat'rer could his praife beftotv, 
What acclamations bn my worth would How ! 
Now mark the diffVense-~-abje& and forlorn ! 
Froin $ vVy glimpfe of earthly honour torn, 

No 
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No ccrordy train within my gates appear, 
Poor abdicated B— k— g— -m to chear. 
And whilflt I languifh on the verge of death, 
None alk— — Pray does the Marquis draw his 

breath ? 
Then fliudder at the woes I now endure, 
And learn from me to make your peace fecure» 
Curs'dbe the day I crofPd the fable main, 
IU-.fated-»— rough Ierne's fhores to gain ; 
Accursed the time when by a (tripling fway*d 
His felfilh arts my abje& foul betrayM*; 
When ftern I fought to give a people laws, 
Whofe noble hearty beat high in freedom's cattfe ! 
Bold in her prince's and her .people's right, 
Ieme would not brook tyrannic might $ 
Ah then why did I feek her fons to tame, 
Why— but to make myfelf the fport of fhame ; 
To heap confiifion on my every boaft, 
While brave ihe fpurn'd me from her fea girt 

cogft. 

Perhaps my friend from partial EngUfli 
rules, 
You think all Irifhmen befotted fools ; 
For flavifh minifters fubmiffive tools ? 
Think not fo long — or fad will be your fate, 
J thought fo once— you know my prefent ftate 1 

E A true 



( & ) 

A true bom Iri/hman regards hisbowl^ 
iBut drinks to cheriili^ not debale his foul, 
And whiHthe doats on freedom hates controul ; 
To Grangers hofpitable and humane, 
The wretched feldom court his aid in vain. 
Still fifft in war the tattle's heat to brave, 
He fceks no coward art his life to fave j 
la toil and danger patient to the end, 
A fervent Jover — and a faithful friend. 
This ishischaia&er — my friend be wife, 
Learn high the value of fuch worth to prize* 
-And fince you dare to rule o'er fuch as fhefe, 
Careful attend their ev*ry wifti to pleafe, 
For if like me you fwuy with "haughty prid*^ 
Take it for granted, all your joys fubfide. 
But chiefly fatisfa&ion will be vain, 
If to your fide the prefs you cannot gain ; 
From thence the prickly thorns of fatire {hoot* 
Still fure to check your ev*ry wifVd purfuit ; 
For printers wth the eyes of Argus ftar€> 
Aiid catch a viceiv—y tripping e're 4 ward. 
Be cautious then, the only way to rife 
In their efleem is to be truly wife ; 
To drop thofe flavifh ends I kept in vlc#, 
And other maxims, other artspurfuej 

Invite 
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Invite the princely Leinft— r to your board, 
To- noble Charlem— t your grace accord— ■* 
Ha confidence !— Kxmfclence h — let me drop- ray 

pen, 
Did I not injure bafe thofe beft of men ? 
Not thofe, but many more !— my noble friend 
Where will my fuffVings-— where my forrawend !* 

Last night— when fieep fliort refpite gave t<t 
pais, 
fWhich oft I languifli ardent for in vain jj 
Sudden me thought before my fear ftruck tyi^. 
The form of injur'd Maffey feem'-d to rife- 
Near as he drew afide his vcfl he tore^ 
And fliew'd the wounds he for his country bo:e; 
With wrafh his throbbing bofom feem'd to rife,. 
Indignant fi;e he darted from his eyes.. 
" Ungen'rous fate (I heard him thus complain^ 
M And does no fwee* revenge for me remain ? 
«' Are thus my noble ads in war repaid ? 
" Do then the laurels from my tempfes fade, 
" While mild my fcul in battle taught to glow,. 
** Bears tame the infu'ts of an haughty foe ? 
" Turn Marq— s turn to my vindictive arm, 
<* Nor think my indignation to difarm! 

E a E* 
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Hi laid— zrA Infhnt to my frighted \k\v f 
Fierce from his fide a fliining fword he drtu !— 
Wak*d by the anger of the warlike man, 
CMH thro' my veins the vital fluid ran< 
Thus am I made to conftant wocb a prey, 
Confeiencc and pain torment me night and day; 
Farewell my Lord — take earning from my fate, 
]Mor feel the fangs of penuence too late I 
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THl 



COMPLAINT.. 



A POEM. 

■" Happy Hie man whg void of care aod ftri&y 
'* In fi ken or in leathern purfe retain *, 

Phillips.. 

qMIT by the chill, the ruthlcfs force.of u^anf, 
My melancholy mufe dejefted feefcs, 
Ta paint fhe forrowfc of her penfive barti^ 
Not fiAgi^g now (as frequent fhe was wont) 
Ieme's woes beneath the Phenix wings : 
She (loops afas, compeHM to tell her own !} 
Oh ye that tafte the richeft jo; s of life, 
Balking, in plaafuie ikh 'turb'd by pain, 
Attend, Snd think what forrcws are the doan. 
Of him \4io fSrfcits M*mmcn for the mufel 

E 3 WjHr* 
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When HghtfoTic morn firft .i i hzv che- 
quei'd head, 
I rife md from m- totf*ring couch defend; 
Thend^H m felf in cfoath* — (my only cloths) 
Of kb 1 * hue— fit colour for a bard \ 
Then qukk I walk through >ut mv gaiw vile, 
Stiivinsrby i£tion to avoid that cold, 
Which pinchc hard unconquer'd by a fire, 
For, ah, no fi "fl mj fa \ elite affords f 
Sometime ai mom I ihrc<* my window ptep p 
And longing gaze athmter*d roll or ciikc; 
Or fmoking tea-kettle by f< rvant brought, 
For r^.ifrhbours b ■ ik r aft, preparation m <. r. 
Alas* in vain I gaae— th« pkafing fight 
But ft i ves my longing hunger to enaeaf* ; 
Fm^ ah my (late no bimk&ft can afford! 
W i not alone in body doomed to fail, 
I fed worfi hunger in my toitur'dmiad, 
When t ; rtopuruft fome wiifcM foi book, 
J wander thr^' Eblana's ftreet- in vain, 
And gain i*om each low keeper of « ftall, 
An heav*' cuife fordorinj but*o pi*p 
WithiiJ itu- foldii; oi v r ditty boaki ! 
Kot worfi wis Sttcrates affail'd by het, 
IHr.amM his wife, Xantip*, termejfant, 
Whu oil with three le : M ftogl or (llppei beef, 

Or 
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Brooding c'c: fpicy groves of fweet perfume * 
Bur not the wealth which gold or gems can give^ 
The beauties of lernc's daughters fai=-, 
Nor aj] the fpices of the weftem ifles, 
FoiTdl* could charm ray fouJ ivithout the Mitse t^ 




StaItzm 
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STANZAS. 



ADDRXSSED TO TFTOSI 

BENEVOLENT GENTLEMEN. 
Who relieved the Author's immediate wants. 



q AY mufe what cherub on the wing* of peace, 

Defcends enrob'd in white from yonder cloud i 
kidding in fmiies my fad complaint to qeafe, 

Dire hunger's pangs fhe haftens to conclude. 
See from the urn of pity fhe beftows, 

A timely aid to check my wants fevere ; 
Ah now I find who bids my grief repofe, 

*Tis heav'n born Charity to Virtue dear! 

Friend 
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Jriend of manltind— parent of gen'rou* Joy, 

And did thy votaries fave my fleeting breathi 
Ah did the virtuous kindly sad employ, 

To fliieJd me from the ruthlefs liroke of 
death? 
Pejfcaps ere this by famine fore eppteft, 

Cold in the grave had flept my lifelefs head ; 
Whilft in the manfions of eternal reft, 

Death ©**er my corfe his raven wings had 
fpread. 
But in leme's holpitable ifle, 

*Twere wrong to think that fuch could be my 
lot; 
For. brooding o*er it with Continual fmile^ 

This land is ne'er by charity forgot. 
&y gen'rous Griffith (whofe benignant heart, 
Beats in the caufe of freedom— melts fbr 
woe ?- 
Still firft to take the wretched peafant's part, 
To caufe his loaf to fwell his joy to flow,) 
Eay by what method fhall my foul retum > 
Fit thanks for what my friends unknown b«-* 
flow? 
With gen'rous fenfe my grateful feeHngs burru 
But burn In vain to pay the debt i owe* 

Yefc 
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Yet while I live— while memory keeps its feat, 
Within my foul— my mufe tlieir worth fliall 
fingj 

Oft fhall her grateful verfe fheir prarfe repeal 
Who hinderM de«th to clip her rifmg wing. 



<?nz 



( 49 ) 



THE 



PLEAS tf RES 



O F 



POETICAL MELANCHOLY 



" Thcfe pleafures melancholy give, 
u An4 I with the;, will drofe to livtJ" 

Milton's V\ 'efsero**/ 



£3 AD goddefs of the plaintive Ggh, 
Arraj'd in robe of fable dye, 
Come Melancholy— c|uzcn *yF woe! 
Whofe pearly eyes with forrow tlow, 

F 



Oh 



Oh come!— with fledfaft awful mien, 
From vulgar joys — me goddefs fcreen ; 
Within my foul thy Ipirit breathe, 
And crown jny brow with cyprefs wreath. 

Oh might thy magic ebon wand 
Traniport me to foihe glocfmy hind; 
Somefcene — like that which poets feign, 
Stibjefl: to Pluto's dark domain ; 
Where Styx with hoaife *refounding waves, 
Her dufky fhore noGturnal laves; 
There might my flartl'd eyes beheld 
ArrayM in rags that boatman old* 
Of afpeft grim— and fullen pride, 
Who long hath ftem'd the ftygian tide ; 
His fhatter'd bark thro' length of years, 
With creaking din affrights my ears ! 
I land ! — I fee the palid fhades 
Fleeting thro' the fable glades ! 
Eadatelfe in mournful mood his tale, 
V/hat horrors deep my foul aflail ! 

Goddefs, again thy wand extend, 
Oh let this fcene of terror end ; 

* Charon. See Virgil^ Mneid VL 



Oh 
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Oh let mc leave the fturfea of death, 
Tranfport my fancy from beneath ; 
Bear me tofome fequefter'd place, 
For ever hid from human race ; 
Some ifle that Orellanaf lave?, 
With lonefome unfrequented w$¥ei; 
Where filence reigns whh folkude, 
En wrapt in fy Ivan foreft rude ; 
There might jny ffeps romantic rove, 
Thro* each embowering fcented grov^; 
There Melancholy you might chufe, 
With me to fit and fadly mufe. 

Yet not in diftant climes alooe, 
Oh goddefs, fix thy penfive throne; 
Beneath Ierne*s gentle (kies, 

Where wrapt 'n moulded ruin Iks 

Some defolated abbey drear, 

Oft' let me by thy fide appear ; 

There might I view the bird of night, 

Harfh fcrtamhg yrge her lonely fight j 

There would I trace the hand of time, 

EfefacJEg rude each Gothic rhyme ; 

f Orellana is a large rher in South America, 

rncny branches vf which have not as y*t been in th* 

leaff dif covered* 

F 2 That 
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That printed on fome antient ftone, 
With ivy thick was overgrown ; 
-And while I view'd the mofs-clad pile, 
In fcom at human pomp Pd fmile. 

Oh when bright morn bepaints the fkics 
When Phoebus's glaring beams arife, 
Then goddefs fhew fome cell remote, 
Far from bus'nefs^free for thought ; 
Where by mild contemplation taught, 
My fotil with facred wifdom fraught, 
May think on man's degen'rate ways, 
And mufe how fwift his life decays ; 
How fome in fearch of pleafure rove, 
The joys of wine and lawlefs love ; 
While others with unceafing toil, 
In bufy cares their time embroil ; 
Till death with Aire deftru&ive fway, 
Sweeps their mad delights away ; 
Then fpurning, crowns as babbling things, 
My mufe fhould mock the pride of kings j 
Sing of a new life after this, 
And glow with hope of endlefs blifs ; 
While tun'd to thee the cyprefs lyre, 
Immortal joys her flrain (hould fire. 



But 
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But Oh, fad nymph— let dewy eve, 
My contemplative fteps receive ; 
Frequent faenenth her gentle reign t 
Mid' fable tombs my mtife complain ; 
Penfive to dreary church-yards go, 
And range the haunts of deathful woe; 
Where fad— with flow repeated knell, 
Still folemn heaves the pafiing bell ; 
That oft' from Gothic fteeple high, 
Bids mortal man prepare to die ; 
There wrapt in thought, while foft I tread 
O'er the dark lodgings of the dead ; 
My fou! (hall wiJh (fince nought can favc 
Her body from the yawning grave, ) 
In peace, one humble bard 7 may reft, 
And rife to glory with the bleft ! 

Thus filent eve oft' fee me mufe, 
But when the f*ible night enfues ; 
Remote in fome fequefter'd room, 
Where midnight lamp difpels the gloom ; 
Oft' let my foul her fancy feed, 
And with defirous rapture read ; 
Thy Works Maeondes,— or thir e, 
MajefHc Maro, baid divine ! 

F 3 \Vi;h 
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With what immortal Milton wrote. 
Or Avon '$ bard, fublime of thought ; 
*Till ravifh'd with fome golden theme, 
i (lumber in poetic dream ! 




THi 
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THE 



POETs E L I Z I U M, 



A VISIONARY POEM. 



I. 



io>TILL was the earth* and ftill th* sethereal plain, 
Profpefit involv'd in darknefs fled the fight, 

While nature yielded to the gloomy reign 
Of Proferpine, black goddefs of the night. 

Then fleep difTolv'd in peace fad forrows moan, 

Then ftudy, wrapt in thought, true pleafure found 



alone. 



II. 
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II. 
*Twas then thy works, great Maro, charmM my 
foul, 
While quiver'd thro' the gloom the taper's light ; 
Thy mufe each low idea did controul, 

And brought Elizium to my raptur'd fight. 
And when o'erpowr'd with fleep, thy heavenly 

theme, 
By Morpheus was renew'd j;i a dejRgh^fkl dream. 

in. 

Methought I wander'd in a dreary vale, 

O'erfpread with umbrage thick of lofty trees ; 
Thro' whofe rfark fhade the light could fcacce 
prevail, 
And fcarcely could be felt the fmalleft breeze. 
A riv'let mid* the vale did purling found, 
Save which, the horrid gloom a filence had pro- 
found. 

IV. 
Scarce had I wondering caft my eyes around, 

When fodden feem'd the fcene to gather light ; 
Brigttf beams of radiance flionc upon the grbund, 

Reftrigent glory made the valley bright. 
And while amaz'd my foul was fiHM with fear, 
An heav'nly female form defcending did appear. 

V. 



{ 57 ) 
V. 
She feenri'd a goddefs of the heavenly nine, 

A mantle white as virgin fhow (he wore j 
Her features with a luftre (hone divine, 

Encha** ting fmiles her looks benignant bore, 
A wreath of bays her lofty temples crown'd, 
Her left hand held a lyre, which fweetly fhe did 
found. 

VI. 

Loofe did her fpotlefs robe on aether flow, 
From which elyfian odours breath'd delight ; 

At lafl wkhfolemn pace advancing flow, 
On the foft ground fhe gently did alight. 

Then the fweet mufic of the lyre fhe broke^ 

And thus, in terms divine, the blifsful goddeft 
fpoke, 

VIL 

" Know, mortal, from thofe bleffed feats I comei 
" Where happy bards receive theirhigh reward; 

" Where, after life, thofe poets find an home, 
" Whofe praife on earth the worthlefs did re- 
tard. 

M 'Tis I who point the path to deathlefs far ?, 

u Belov'd by gods and men, Calliope my name. 

via- 
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VIH. 
*' To you 'tis given tho& wojid'rou* fceues to 
a know, 
" Which from the raoft of mortals are conceal'd* 
" V/hich Maro*s pen fublime in part could fhew, 

" And which to you fhall alfo be reveaPd. 
" For this I left tbofe happy feats of joy, 
" Where fpring eternal reigns, where pleafurej 
" never cloy." 

IX, 
The goddefs ceas'd— -while lowly to the ground, 
Methought I proftrate fell and ftrove to fpeak ; 
When lo 1 my pow'rs in rapture loft profound, 

'Twas vainly filence I eflayM to break. 
And while my foul for fpeech could make no 

room, 
The goddefs gracious, thus did her difcourfe re- 
fume. 



X. 



it 



Thy inmoft thoughts I know — nor think the 

pow*r 
Of converfe unreftrain'd— thou haft with me 
While wrapt in chains of earthly flefh impure, 
Thyfpirit foarsnot from its prifon free. 

Nor 
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Nor canfl thou follow me where I fhall go, 

Till thus IJmake thy foul its mortal bonds fonegtf*. 

XI. 

Scarce had ftie faid — when from that purling brook 
Which wandered thrcf the bofomof the v*Ie 3 

In her fair hand fome chryftal drops flie took, 
Wffich thrice fhe fprinkl'd on my body frail. 

And itlUftVing words in magic language ftrange, 

Sudden methought my form did feel a wond J rous 
change. 

xn. 

As when bright Sol, in fultry fummer, fires 
The womb of nature with his potent rays, 

Some grov'ling locuft he with wings infpires, 
Which ftrait upon its purple pinions plays. 

Elated — -confciousof the glorious change, 

Thro' fields of aether proud it then afpires to range, 

xiil 

So whefi the goddefsusM her potent charm, 
My foul no more did^o^'rof fenfe fuppiv- ; 

The vftai tamp no more my frame could warm, 
And then methought I knew what 'tis to die. 

Till fudden fpringing from its mortal tomb, 
My joyful fpirit fought new Creed in air to roam. 

XIV. 
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XIV. 

Come let us rife— and leave this hateful place, 

The goddefs faid — and took me by the hand, . 
When ftraight methoughi with a peculiar grace, 

My wings newform'd I fpread at her com- 
mand. 
No more embarrafs'd but elate and gay, 
With her thro' yielding air joyful I foar'd away. 

XV. 
Then as fublime we crofs'd th'etheral plain, 

Num'rous fair ifles and kingdoms we furvey'd, 
Where wilchome Venus held her gentle reign, 

Sweet Cyprus firft beneath us was difplay'd. 

But ah, no Paphos now can blefs the fight, 

From thence the Loves are fled, and ev'ry foft 
delight ! 

XVI. 
Next o'er the thundered fav'rite ifle we pafs'd, 

Imperial Crete, where Jove himfelf did reign, 
Ah faded Ifle, no more thy glories laft, 

No more an hundred cities make thee vain. 
Barbarian hands thy temples have deflroyM, 
And all thy beauties now dire ruin raiders vofcL 

XVII. 
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XVII 

Then o'er th' Egean we purfuM our way, 

Whofe fruitful bofom teems with verdant ifle ; 
On whofe white cliffs the Nine wou'd frequent 
play, 
Which once were favour'd with the mufe's 
fmiles. 
But now no lays enchanting charm us there, 
While fhrieks of woe, inftead, torment the frighted 
ain 




XVIII. 

Where twining ivy crawls o'er marble ftnes* 
Where dreary ruins fpread a folemn gloom ; 

There did we view fad Athens, thy remains, 
And viewing moum'd thy lamentable doom; 

Near thee thy fav'rite bird remained alone, 

And faithful, hov'ring o'er thy ruins made her 
moan, 

XIX. 

Where fair Boeotia's ample plains extend 
Parnaffus' heights at laft appear'd in view, 

Blcft heights, which laurels ever green defend 
From wintry ftorms, and verdure chilling dew; 
G No 
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> i ui -d biifl t!ic facred mount profane 
]li:h rude attempt the nine for ever fcnd'nng 
vain. 

XX. 

Near to the mountain' foot a grove of trees 
])Hpens'd fiom umbrage thick, a grateful 

{hade, 
Whofe leaves fesrce trembl'd to die quiv'ring 

breeze, 
While birds amid their boughs foft mufic 

made ; 
A< (Here faid ihc mufe) cur tour in air (hull end, 
And here nurhL.ight, on earth ftraitway wc d J 

defcend* 

XXI. 

Fair alleys did the bwmeeiis grove divide, 

Border'd with rows of cyprefs trees and yew; 
Grottoes and caves romantic grae'd each fide \ 

Round wlikh the vine entwined with ivy grew. 
Blight ftreams by lufts of mofa in murmurs 

,l;.;'d, 
While flow'rs, their iterated hues, on (.achfoft 
bank cliff lay 'd. 

XXII 










( H 

Ciarm'd at the fight of fuch 3 beast eotu feen**, 
Enraptured to the goddtf* thus 1 a ted* 

** Sure here the mufes ehcipe sic... 1 - s are T: .: j 
And happy bards departed lie re refide. 

For fure the nine their followers mm 1 i . x . ite, 

With them in feat* like thofe for cvtr to deUght/' 

xxm. 

I paus'd, and thus my heav'nly guide reph 'd, 
" Think r.ot within the limits ofth.nl grovif, 

Or on yon' mount, the mu&s nc w n fide 
Rapine inflead thro' all thei: ■. «....'■ ;e roves. 

Rafe ali<ns * having mace a fatal prey, 

Of thofe fweet feats, o'er which the mufesonce 
had fway. 

XXIV. 

"Unhappy Greece I— by flav'ry vile encha'nV 1 , 

No longer now the nurfe of beav'ily lays; 
Since tyrants fteal the fame fli once imtatain*d ; 
Delights no more to crown defert with praifc. 

* Tie Txrh, to whom at p/tfint 9 all Gr.re* tt 
G 2 While 
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While freedom v hich with yerfe is ever bleft, 
By happier regions, now far diftant, ispofleft. 

XXV. 

Sunk is that noble fpirk which infpir'd 

Thofe famous Arorthiesfhe contain'd of old; 

No prize Olympian renders worth admir'd, 
And gfory gone bright ardor waxes cold* 

Barbarian hands her ancient pride have broke, 

And now fhe quiet bends beneath the fhameful 
fce, 

XXVI. 

When freedom fled—the nine departed too, 
And fa^our'd Greece no knger with their 
fmiles ; 
Forfook their haunts on Hoemus' tofty brow, 

Their facred fountains and their fav'rite ifles f 
And now they fddom vifit mortal day, 
Save when to vrcfiem climes perchance they ben<J 
their way. 

XXVII. 



Benca:!- the furface of this earthly feat, 
Where other fkies a brighter light extend ; 



The 
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The nine for ever fix their laft retreaf-, 

From thence alone their mandates here they 

fend* 
There worthy poets meet a bright reward, 
Crewn'd with immortal bays, bleft with the 

nine's regard. 

xxvm. 

From earth to thofe bleft feats a path defcends, 
For ever unperceiv'd by mortal Eye, 

Thro' yonder mount the darkfome road exte ids, 
And here I warn you e'r e we draw more nigh \ 

Let not thofe phantoms vain your fear excite, 

V/liich on the lonefome way will ikim bcfi&re your 
fight, 

XXIX. 

Mark — never from my fide a moment ftray, 
For various forms delufive will entice, 

To tead you wandVing from the fureft way, 
Andfome willfeem to offer fair advice. 

But ah let no deceit your fleps allure, 

To quit my fide for there you are alonue fecure" • 

G 3 XXX. 
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XXX, 

The goddefs ceas'd — and foon methought we 
drew 
To where th* extremeft limits of the^ grove 
Difplay'd Parnaflus, perfe& to the view ; 

Whofe brow appeared above the clouds to rove. 
While one ftrait paflage op'ning in its fide, 
Seera'd in two equal parts the mountain to divide* 

XXXI. 

Thro' here, refum'd the goddefs, lies our way, 

A paflage ever veil'd from human fight, 
ChearM by no vifits from the lightfome day ; 

Darknefs involves it in eternal night : 
Save what falfe lights enchanting fhades fupply, 
To rob departed bards of wifli'd for glory nigh. 

XXXII, 

Scarce faid the mufe when with a fudden fprirtg, 
Between the craggy rocks fhe forcM her way, 

Then calling me to follow ftraitway in, 
Methought her orders fwift I did obey. 

And rufliing both within the fhades of night, 

The chearful day we loft, and ev'ry fair delight. 

XXXIII. 
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XXXIII. 

Deep was the terror which my foul affaHM, 
Soon as we enter'd on this gloomy road, 

Such hideous hiffings all around prevail'd ; 
Serpents feem'd here to fix their dire abode. 

Not all thofe fiiakes, the furies might fupply, 

Methought could ere with this moft horrid hiffing 
vie. 



XXXIV. 

Difniay'd and wondVing I addrcfs 1 d my guide, 
But fcarcely had begun to urge my fear, 

When lo a drove of difmal forms I fpy'd, 
Seeming to us dire& as drawing near. 

From them methought the direful hilling came, 

While high above their heads did foar a glim- 
m'ring flame. 

XXXV. 

Megre and wan the ghaffly troop appear'd, 
With palid vifages half ftarv'd and thin, 

Some fpitting venom, moft malicious fneer'd, 
While others with their teeth did horrid grin, 

But 
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Rut in one hideous hifs united all, 
While lances, (hapM like pens, ihey b;andifftM 
dipt in g#ill. 

XXXVI: 

When near they came, the mufe contemptuous 
fmil'd, 
At which this ghaftly hand was fore enrag'd^ 
No more with feoffs and hiflingsthey r^viPd, 

Sodden inftead with lances war they wagM, 
But all their rage methbught prov'd weak and 

vain, 
Since not a dart they threw could 'ere afford ±us 



pain 



XXXVIL 



Their utmoft efforts finding we defy'd, 
At laft thofe unfuccefsful foes withdrew ; 

Yet as they fled they fpit a poisonous tide, 

Which with their lancea prov'd impotent too. 

Forhowfhould poifons wealcor darts annoy, 

Thofe fpirits pure whv>m death himfelf can ne jex 
deftroy ? 

XXXVIH. 
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XXXVIII., 

Soon as they fled, the fnufe I thus addrefsM, 

" Oh may thy fervant goddefs bled enquire* 
What were thofe forms which did our way mo- 
left, 
Why did &ey feek our harm with fo much 
ire? 
Such horrid fliapts I ne*er beheld before, 
Nor ever did I hear fo difmal an uproar." 

XXXIX. 

'* Thofe whom thou faVft (replied the gracious 
mufe. 
Dwelt once on earth and then were critichs 
nam'd ; 
Thepe fraigght with rane'rous hate they did 
abttfe, 
Each bard of merit and his works defam'd. 
Envious of worth they felt an impious joy, 
Rather than to befriend true genhie-- -*o deftroy, 

XL. 

For this the nine with juftice pafsM their doom 
Involv'd in woe to dwell for ever here j 

Where 
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Where new as heretofore amid the gloom, 

They feek to fill the poet's foul with fear. 
Who (if they fright him from the deftin'd way,) 
Far from Elyfian joys muft ever after ftray." 

XLI. 

More would the mufe havefaid — but (hades deform, 
With horrid yelling 'ganfo flxike mine ear ; 

In fhape of duns and catchpotes fome did ftorm, 
(Such as of old made Phillips quake with fear.) 

There Faminerag'd— Dependancefullenfrown'd, 

While wild Defpair did fliake her dart and ftalk 
around. 

XL1L 

But chief a buxom fyren of deceit, 

Falfe Flatt'/y chaunted her infidious lays ; 

Eager my footfteps from the path to cheat, 
Her drunken cup fhe offer 1 d fill'd with praife. 

Which had I tafted all my fenfes drown'd, 

Had in vain glory's arms for ever flept profound* 

XLHI. 

Bwt ft ill defended by my facred guard, 

Meihcught I brav'd tfoe guile of all my foes ; 

Till 
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Till at the laft in fafety we repaid, 
To where Elizium's golden gates arofe. 
At her command the -gates felf-open'd flew, 
And all the gloomy icenes cvanilKM from m 
view, 

XLIV. 

Then what fair profpe&s rufti'd \ipon my fight ! 

Bright cloudlefs flues wrapt in blue ferene, 
UnveiI'd a landfcape blooming wiih delight, 

Scented with groves of never fading green. 
Where blufhing How'rs and vegetable gold, 
♦Sought thro' the leafy trees their beauties to un- 
fold. 

XLV. 

There on the margin of ne&areous ftreams* 

That thro' gay amaranthine fiowrets crept, 
Involved in tranfport of poetic dreams, 

Some children of Apollo fweetly flept. 
While others tun'd to varied lajs their lyre, 
\nd warbled as on earth the theme they lov'd to 
fire. 
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XLVL 

There gentle Ovid fung his am'rous drain, 
There dove^eyM Sappho tun'd her tender 
moan ; 
Mourning no more her love beftowM in vain, 
She found the youth (that once flie fought) her 
own. 
To umber'd ihades there frequea* they retire, 
And quench in mutual love the warmth of fond 
defire. 

XLVH, 

EncircPd by the jocund fbnsof wine, 

Anacreon fat — with blufhing rofes crown'd; 

Still as on earth, he quafPd the juice divine, 
His ev'ry care in tipfy revels drown'd. 

Before the buxom bard in mazy dance, 

A iportive fyren warm'd his foul with frequent 
glance, 

XLVIIL 

Beneath the iKade of myrtle cover'd bowVs, 
Tifaullus wanderM penfive all alone ; 

There 
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Ihere Hammond with bis Delia tilling flow\ , 

Renew'd his tender elegiac moan ' 
While baln^ ztpliyr whtfp\ing thro' the gro\c, 
To gentle ecsho bre&tfcfd ea:h plaintive tak- of 
love* 

XL1X. 

High on a mount tff laurel Vefted green, 

AVhoft fummtts whh refulgent rofes fli-m: ; 

Methought tire muHs ^xrid a 'rioominr Icene, 
Fix'd to eternity their ailing throne. 

There each to lyre refponfive luli'd the wind, 

And with jberoic lays in tnmiport uupt lbs mind, 

L. 

Near to the nine rtiethtftight thofe bards v.er e 

■ * 

Who reaped tvith epic (Vains the Mrelfd 

Homer divine vbo fuir Achaia gnicV, 

And he v. ho fv.evi y touch"d the Mantunn 

reed. 
Th' re Milton tun'd with aotes fablime hi-; 1- re, 
And Tafib gk>\**d anew with brbht romactk 

fire. 

ti u. 
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LI. 

As n«»rar to tfee mufe's *eats we drew, 

Celeftial Warbling charm'd the air around; 
Sweeter than thofe the Thracian fatyrs knew, 
When Orpheus footh'd them with his filver 
found* 
AH inftrnments of cadence foftly clear, 
.^thought in thofe fweetr ftrains were join'd the 
foul to chear. 

lii. 

Cut ah not long thofe bhfsful founds did laft, 
Not long thofe lovely profpe&s blefl mine 
eyes; 
Shrill Chanticleer annousc'd my vifion pgft, 
For crowing loud he bade the moin arife. 
Starting I rais'd my head-— the fairy theme, 
Fled fwlft ! — and ft i ait I found the Ayhole an emp- 
«y dream 1 f 



H £ 
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THE 



LASS of SUMMER-HILL, 






A BALLAD* 



JL HE lark that proudly foars in air, 

On quiv'xing pinions bom ; 
That bids the golden morn prepare, 

AH nature to adorn. 
Swells not its little vocal throat : 

With lays more fweet and fhrill, 
Than does the girl that fways my thought ; 

The lafs of fummer-hill. 



H2 



IF 
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IL 

The diamond fmit by Phsebus' beam, 

That fhines with cfazzfling ray ; 
That teaches fable night to flxeam, 

With counterfeited day. 
Can equal not her brighter eyes, 

Who makes my bofom thrill ; 
Who mak s my heart her willing prize, 

The lafs of fummer-hill. 

m. 

The blufhing rofe begemm'd with dew, 

In nature's fcarlet dfU ; 
The lilly fweet of fpotlefs hue, 

That blooms with filver pride* 
When blended both in gariaswfe gay, 

By fome young Stephens Ocill ; 
Her cheeks more lovely hues difplay, 

The lafs of fmtnuer-hiU, 

IV. 



fwan with g;and majefKc neck^ 
fhat ft ms each chn ftal wave : 



Whof 



Unfi. 
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Whofe form the filver plumes bedeck, 

Which oft' it loves to lave. 
Its breaft in foftnefs never vies, 

With her's I doat on ftill ; 
Near her's — all fhow white fairnefs dies, 

The lafs of fummer-hilL 






V. 



The vi'let blue that fcents the meads, 

That fweetens ev'ry gale ; 
Her balmy breath its fcent exceeds, 

Her lips make coral pale. 
But when her nut brown locks I twine. 

And with frefh rofes till : 
Her air like Venus is divine, 
The lafs of fummer-hiU. 



II 3 



SONNET, 




( 78 ) 



SONNET 



1VL ^ r TrtW % **'ith th e . :i.in, a&g pretence bleft, 
To tread New Zealand's waftes I woutJ not 
fear, 

O'er plains that never human fe©t cv : fo£, 
Vl here Qfence reigns, and defolatioai dtfaar ; 

There tvancPrinE, I fhould fcorn to heave a figh, 

Fur what is folitude if thou be nigh ? 

IL 

Was fate in fe^age lands to fix my lot, 

To bind me as a flave in Turkifh chains ; 
One look from thee, could make my woes for- 
got, 
One fn»ik of thine, could banilh all my (wins} 

My 



( 19 ) 

My foul no more at bondage fhould recoil, 
But chearful I would hug my load of toiL 

in. 

Place me whese furibuntf Afeic's fandy plains, 
Crackle with heat,- — where zephyr never 
blows; 
Place me where winter's icy chilnefs reigns, 

Where Lapland hills lie hid in tracklefs fnows; 
Each climate fhoufd alike by me be bleil, 
So I could clafp thee to my faithful breafl [ 



SONG 
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SONG 



THE 



DESPAIRING SHEPHERD. 



r AREV/ELL joy and farewell pleafure, 
SirKe I'm fcom'd by her I love ; 

Welcome fadnefs without meafure, 
Only dire defpair I'll prove, 

n. 

Eccho from her caves and mountains, 
Now {hall anfwer to my moan ; 



Gloomy 
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Gloomy wood a rad filycr fountai 
Now ftiall hear me figh alone* 

III. 

Awful pow'r of melancholy, 
Penfive — at thy fljrliH I bow; 

Hear mc term all plfeafui: folly, 
See me bid the world adieu ! 



ODB 
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ODE 



Sacred to the patriotic Virtue t of 



Colonel SHARMAN. 



I. 

\J F old when freedom drove in vain, 
Her facred manfion to maintain : 

UnfoiI'd in Roman hearts, 
Whilft by corruptive flav'ry fway'd, 
The bright Hefperian flame decay'd. 

A prey to Csefar's arts. 



II, 
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n. 

Then did indignant Cnto fly, 

To where the funburnt Lybian fky 

The womb of nature fir'd ; 
While Csefar public virtue fold, 
DefpBofog xa be bought with gold ; 

The Ood like man retir'd. 

III. 

Bright wifdom of majeftic mien, 
Calm fortitude of brow ferene : 

His fleeting ftcps purfVd, 
Sweet inmate confcience ever pure, 
Still Li. ft with peace each lonely hour; 

Still chearM his folitude. 

IV. 

So now whilft venal arts entice, 
Ierne's fons to yield to vice, 

By Mammon bought and fold, 
The noble Sherman bids adieu, 
To Pitt*a corrupted helot crew 

Who b:ma" all for gold. 



V 



v. 

Spuming af vice in foHy's gtrife, 
To Moira's fweet retreat he -ftres, 

Each grace his fteps attend ; 
But chief bri ght liberty defights, 
To blefs the man who loves her rites, 

His country's fureft friend. 

VI. 

His gen'rous foul ftill ever nigh, 
To wipe the tear from fotTow's eye ; 

To chear the wretchecHwart, 
The drooping babe, the ^eafent poor, 
The woe- worn matron feek his door, 

To ail he gives a part. 

VS. 

Bieft man I — Oh rife our ilk to guarti, 
Yet let Ieme'& voiee be hiard 

Difpell hex anxious fears ; 
Defend, defend, thy ftarive lanef. 
When flav'ry threats — Ail! head the band 

Of gloriou Volunteer*, 

■ ii. 
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VIA. 

On Freedom's tablet wrote in gold, 
So mall thy glory firm enroll'd, 

To diftant ages fhine F 
With Cato*s, Decius's, fliall thy name 
Be eccho'd thro' the trump of fame, 

Sharman, the man divine. 



II. 



ODE 
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ODE 



./cribed to tie Author's Mother 



h 

^3 AY tender partner of my piercing woes, 
Dear, ever honour* d Auth'refs of my birth ; 

Wfaofe heart too frequent filPd with painful 
throes, 
On my account is feldom us'd to mirth. 

£ay why when all falfe hearted friends are gone^ 

Po ycu alone regard your poor ill fated fon ? 

II. 
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IL 



Say when with riches and the fveefs of pe$ce, 
Ycur «v*ry want might well have been fop- 
pfy'd, 

Why did you turn afide from wealth and eafe ; 
Why were thofe precion3 gifts by you deny'd ? 

Whfle rafter than efijoy them far from me, 

Ycu cho& tolhare my woes involv'd in penury* 

JH. 

'Tw« fura becaafe yow fpirk ceuM difdatn, 
Thofe gilded baits which venal foul* «nsice, 

You rather chofe to aft aright with pain, 
Than hve tho* rich a flape to pride and vice. 

For this you fled with your ill fated fon, 

To fave with kind atfvk^ his virtues near tat. 
-done. 



IV. 

To chear in want my poor defponding lieart, 
In ficknefs to fupport my drooping head, 

In ftraits a real friend to fhare a part, 
In health a fcanty meal with joy to fpread. 

I 2 Thofe 
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Thofe cares you chofe — inflead of fading toys, 
And you for thofe at laft will reap immortal 
joys. 



V. 



Here too on earth fome bleflings you may prove, 
For virtue can the place of wealth fupply ; 

Bfcft with my grateful thanks and duteous love : 
Your age on my fond care may fafe refy. 

And if kind providence (hould blefs my ways, 

Your latter fhall outfhine by far your earlier 
days. 



VI. 



But can 1 e*er for learning you repay, 

Which aids the mufe to chear my tonefotne 
hours, 

The mufe that makes gaunt penury look gay j 
That fires to ext&cy my drooping pow'rs. 

Bfeft parent ! that fo wifely could provide, 

For that which comforts me whatever ills betide* 

VH 
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VII. 

Spirits divine ! Prote&ors of the juft, 
For this and ev*ry gift ray parent guard; 

To your ftrift care h*r toilapsienUttft: 
Oh gtiitftf her fefdy to a b%ht rewa?& 

Where fad aJffi&ion can no forger f« if, 

Bui where all vvecs arc loft iu tverhfting d«j I 




1 



A PARAPHRASE 
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A PARAPHRASE of Part of the 54th Chap, of 
ISAIAH, from Verfe tot A toVerfe i6*A. 



J_ HUS did Ifaiah feer divine foretell, 
The woes which on ill fated Edom fell. 
* For ever wafte fhaH Ke the barren foil, 
UnculturM by the ufeful hand of toil : 
None through the dreary land fhall ever ftray, 
Poffeft by favage birds and beafts of prey. 
There fhall the cormorant, the bittern howl, 
And there the raven with the boding owl ; 
God fhall difperfe confufion o'er the ground, 
And fti ew the ftones of emptinefs around 1 
Princes no longer there fhall fway maintain, 
But hideous faty*rs o'er the wafte fhall reign. 
In mock'ry each fhafl to his fellow call, 
" Hafte dukes of Edom I grace your regal hall I 
But no proud duke an anfwer fliall return, 
Each chang'd to nothing in his filent urn ! 

The 



( 9* > 



s were 
reft; f 

ft. ) 




The palace drear no tapffries fliall adorn, 
O'errun with brambles and the prickly thorn. 
Nettles mail twine around the courts the fanes, 
Mocking the pride of princes and their pains. 
Thofe rooms which once with feftive joys were 

bleft, 
In them the dragon dire mall build and reft 
In them the lazy owl fliall build her neft, 
There mall the monfters of the defart meet, 
Making the fad abode their choice retreat. 
Satyrs fhall there in awkward dancing vie, 
And greet each other with a doleful cry ; 
But chief the folitary birds of night, 
Shall to this lonefbme defart urge their flight. 
There mail the owl in quiet breed and lay, 
There the broad fhadow of her wings difplay 
Screening her offspring from the face of day. 
The Vulture there fhall fix her lafting home, 
And never frem the well beloved mannon roam ! 



■} 
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FAIR SUPPLICANT. 



X~l A R E> blows the winck and chill the nigjit 
tow fall* 
While a'er the defar* heath I walk with pain^ 
Ah fcontnot mortal my difkefsfulcaJJ, 
JNor let a wretch implore thy aid in vain t 

See thofe fweet babes that to my bofom cling, 
With artlefs innocence they join my cry j 

Ah gemle ftrangef from thy pocket fling* 
Some trifling gift to comfort nuTcry 1. 

Though 
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Though now in tatter'd garb I wander here, 
A friendlefs fugitive without an home ; 

My life with fortune's gifts I once could chear, 
And own*d a plenteous board a coftty dome. 

But poisonous flattery with cruel aim, 

Soon found the means my happinefs to wound, 

And having tarnifh'd once my fpotlefs fame, 
Taught my fad days with forrow to abound. 

A fahhlefs fwain feduc*d my virgin heart 
Tofeperate from innocence and peace ; 

Firft lurM me from an aged fire to part, 
Then quickly caus'd my joys of life to ceafe. 

For foon defer ting my neglected charms 
He left me thus in poverty to pine* 

Round thofe poor babes to fold my ftriv'ring arms, 
And on the earth with anguifh to recline. 

Oft, oft I feel the bitter taunts of fcom, 
Oft vainly fue to pride that ftarts at woe, 

Oft with my forrows fwell the winds forlorn, 
Nor where to find a morning's breakfaft know. 

See 
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See thaft fireet -b«be* tKut to ray fcofoiw >dinf> 

"sVich jrtkfi iflooooweetheyjoia my ray; 
Ahjeirtlc fbyngn framed j" faciei 2!: 
c tr HI ji 3 gift to COfflftfiw l n:ti fitf V 1 



I 
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In 
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An ADD&SS8 U m SEASONS 



i» fov* fa art 



PART I 



SPRING. 

Li AIL nyrapfa in verdant veft araqrt^ 

With fnow A*f**rattn'dfaml v?btka bbr; 
Fair fpcing ifay twdy jwntil bjfa, 

Paint nature t wfcroe*efcoh» *tttw> 
Smit by thy fcft diflohiiag bwatlv 

The cloudb that wotl on *i«ftr pule p 
In«nfciousfilenceftcaI away, 

And flow the azure vault unveil, 

Whit* 



Wit* 

i 
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While each proud hill and valley meek> 

Shakes off its ice encnuled chain ; 
And fmiles in living green bedeck't, 

The favour'd UVry of thy reign. 
Oh may I love to cull thy fweets, 

The daffodil, the primrofe pale j 
Still joy to fnuff reviving fcents, 

When hawthorn bloflbms fill each gale. 
To tread the daify pi&ur'd mead, 

To hear the cuckow*s chearing note ; 
And fee the fwallow (kirn her flight : 

By thee from diflant regions brought. 
By thee reviv'd the finny race, 

Gleam thro* the wave in fpeckl'd pride, 
Nor fee the angler mark their fport : 

Who ftems with guileful wand the tide. 
To thee the garden's pride belongs, 

Where in full trim thy flowrets bloom, 
Where quiv r ring Zephyr foftly fteals: 

From budding rofes rich perfume. 
Chear'd by the flame that marks thy reign, 

The joyous birds in evYp grove ; 
EnrapturM chaunt their am'rous lays: 

And tafte the blififul fweets of lovev 



Whi 
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While oft at eve beneath fome tree. 

The mepherd tells his tender tale, 
The lafs forgets her fpotted cow, 

And lets the God of love prevail. 
Thee nymph the village nifties hail, 

When round the may-pore .glad they dance, 
"When crown'd with flow'ry garlands all, 

'Mid fhouts cf joy their fteps advance. 
Fair Spring !— with them my mufe (hall fui£, 

Thy praife oft as thy reign I prove ; 
For ah, what feafon can excite, 

Lrke thine the voice of jpy and love"? 



£A RT 
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part n. 



SUMMER. 



X> Y Phoebus clad in faffron robe, 

With jeuarnines and rofes crown'd ; 
Say lovely fummer fhall my mufe, 

The beauties of thy reign refound ? 
Ye*— while the face of nature glows, 

ComprefsM by tby meridian heats, 
Let me forfake each open fcene, 

And court the wood nymphs cool retreats. 
There in the fliady grove's recefs, 

Where fbftly trills fome filver dream, 
With }oy the rural lute III tune. 

And nuke thy fplendid charms my theme, 
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he+ how tfce jbngfters of the grove f 

With ceafelefs mufic charm the air. 
Nor lefs alive the infed tribe, 

In milder notes thjr praife declare. 
Ih fearch.of floviYy fweets the hee, 

Thro* jethcr hums her drowfy way, 
'While friflfing graisnopperg delight,. 

Their hoarfer mufic to d ifplay. 
Sweet is the eflfence of thy breath, 

Bright nymph that ; mm yon mead .exhales,. 
Where ruftics tofs the nnt4trown hay, 

Where laughter loving mirth prevails. 
The fimple jtfke, the uiral fong, 

There makes the nymph, the mepherd vain, 
There as the gfiftiee ttf Kwe £©es found, 

The golden age revives again. 
Now frying from thy fultry heats, 

The fchoolboy ftems the chryftal waves, 
Braving the river's inmoft haunts, 

He frights the Naiads from their caves. 
But ah, what pencil can defcribe, 

Each charm that Daphne's fteps attends,. 
When far retir'd from lawlefs gaze 

To tempt the ftream the firen bends, 
Not Venus felf (when from the fea, 

At firft her beauteous form arofe) 

K d Could 
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Coufd with ftich tranfport fire the fcuf* 

Or more enchanting charms difefcfe.— 
Yet net alone thofe fouling fcenes A 

Oh fummer deck thy fuftry reign ; 
Love oft with joy fbrfakes thy fteps, 

While horror wanders in thy train I 
When huifd impetuous from the Ikies* 

Thro* aether darts the Ught'nhag's ray* 
When thunders on the whirlwind red!. 

And ftartle mortals with difmay. 
Then kt me quit each trifling fcem^ 

And nature's god with wonder own* 
Adoring view his works fublkne, 

White, Atheiflk tremble a* hU frown* 



PART 
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PART IIL 



AUTUMN. 



iVllLD umber veiled Autumn come, 

With poppies bright thy locks entwine, 
Pomona thy approach awaits, 

And Ceres with her gifts divine. 
Hade queen of contemplative thought, 

Difperfe hot Surrofter's parching train, 
Let Plenty from her fruitful urn, 

With yellow harveftsdeck thy reign* 
Oh when fair morn with pearled fteps# 

Arifes bluihing in the eaft, 
Swettfeafon let me oft delight, 

With thy bright charms my foul to feaft. 

K 3 What 
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What joy to range the mountain's brow, 

And view thy cheating fcenes below. 
Where vegetable billows wave^ 

And vales with golden fpkndor glow. 
Then when with fickles arm'd the band, 

Of reapers in due train advance, 
What joy to aid their ruftie toil, 

To tune the pipe or join the dance. 
And when dim eve for warns the throng, 

Homeward with mirthful fteps to roam, 
What joy to pnih the cup arou&d, 

To join the village harvest home! 
BItft fcenes like thefe of rural joy, 

Dear be ye ever to my foul ! 
Ah who would qtik your pleafing thafrti*, 

For thofc which pomp or wealth controiri ? 
Oft Autumn when thy ftubbles fead, 

The partridge to his ftteet rtfpafts, 
While fkilfiri fpankfe mark their prey, 

The gunner his definition haftes. 
And oft when Phcfcbus gtf (fe the Ikies, 

With chearing ffittnds the valttes ring, 
While fleet as wind the dappled hounds, 

Acrof3 each plain tttmfported fpring. 






With 
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With fwiftnefe flies the timid hare r 

Short and more fhort flie pants for breath j 
Till her purfuers clofe Iter round, 

And the ftirill horn befpeaks her death. 
But leaving thofe dHcordant fports, 

Amid thy woods oft let me ftray ; 
While yellow leaves aroutkd me fall ; 

Sure omen of bleak winters fway. 
Or if more lively fcenes fhould pleafe, 

To the rich orchard let me hafte, 
Where lufcious fruits enchant the eye,. 

And court with varied fweets the'tafte. 
There as 1 feaft upon their charms, 

I'll joy bright Autumn « thy ftores, 
And whilft fftey bteft feme's ifle. 

Contemn the fruits of richer ftiores. 



par r 
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PART IV. 



WINTER. 



W ITH hollies green and ivy crown'd, 

Clad in a robe of fpotlefs white, 
Come winter let me fing of thee, 

Whofe fcenes fublirnely charm the fight 
Come, and when ev'ry mountain top, 

Lies hid in flakes of filver grain, 
When the rude ftorm difcordant raves ; 

And defolation marks thy reign. 
From fome lorn abbey's tow'ring height, 

While pale ey'd Cynthia gleams around ; 
Ofr k ;E me hear thy awful voice, 

And penfive liften to the found. 

0^ 
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Or when the morn ftom fhadowy cfcmdi* 

F "ntlybeftrews the eaft with fight* 
Let me behold thy virgin &ows, 

In ftiJIneft fall before my fight. 
Firft viewtftem tip the lofty hills, 

Then on the Ieaffefs trees descend; 
Till on the defar* heatH tfrey fall, 

Or with the ftrearft their fefmefs btend. 
Oft from the riv^s willowy brink, 

By thee in ity fetters found, 
Let me behold the healthy youth* 

Skaiting its glafly furface round. 
Then to the formers com-yard ftray, 

Where fmit by cold the plumy race 
Sadly in mournful notes complain, 

And pick the ftraws with cautious pace* 
But ihouldthe harmlefs red-breaft chance 

To droop amid the little throng, 
Strait m my breaft with pity warned ; 

I'd bear it to my home along. 
And winter whilft thy tempeflshowPd, 

A lodger it (hould reft with me, 
Crumbs from my board and water clear, 

Its ftated nouriftiment fhould be. ■■ 

Thus let me frequent paTsmytime, 

But when the fiercer ftorms defcend ; 




Whca 



"When rains and hail tumultuous heat, 

And boistVous winds the foreft rend, 
Then let me love the genial hearth, 

To joy and fecial friendfhip dear, 
While Bacchus with his mirthful train, 

Conduce th« fhivYing foul to chear. 
Then let the fuel blaze on high, 

So artificial funs may fhine : 
And winter's chilling t^npetts yield, 

To embers bright and rofy wine ! 



EDGAR 
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EDGAR and MATILDA, 



A BALLAD. 



r. 



« 
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JJENIGHTED ftranger, fay what cauft 
" Could tempt thy wandering feet 
To vifit this fequdftr'd vale, 
w Lorn folitude's retreat ? 

II. 

None love to ftray thofe wilds among 
** To whom the world is dear; 
Religion with her folemn train, 
<c Alone feek pleafure here, 






m. 
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III. 

** And fare thy age and habit fpeak, 
w Such pleafure is not thine ; 

*< For blooming youths in warlike drefs, 
" Qowt not the pale ey*d flirine." 

IV. 

u Thy pardori, holy fire, beflow," 
(Returns the modefl youtb f ) 

u Nor think with rude defign I tread 
** The haunts of peace and truth* 



* r For tbo* 'mid thofe iaonaftic $&p p 

" A ftrangemow I roam, 
" In the lorn bofom of this vale 

** Sometime fince wa$ jpy borne. , 

VL 

u And frequent 'mid thafe ftudy w&lfcs 
u I've fpent the pleafiog day ; 

" Or up yon mifty mawifcains fide 
" With tranfport lov*d to ftray * 



VII. 
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vn. 

<* But urgM by unpropitious fate, 

" To join the foreign war ; 
" For ten long years Pve death defy*d, 

** With fuch as nobly dare. 

viii. 

u And now with eager fteps I hafte, 

" Where ftealingon the fight ; 
" Yon cottage from its milk white walls, 

" Refleas pale Cynthia's light. 

IX. 

Ah gentle father, do you know, 
" The tenants of that place ; 
u Still live they both in perfeft health, 
" To crown my ftrid embrace ? 

X. 

" The fweeteft lilly of the vale, 

" Blooms not with fairer chanm 
u Than the bright nymph that owns yon cot, 

" Whofe form my foul alarms* 

XL 

y There with her Hoary headed fire, 
f* Hope tells me fhe remains j 

L « And 
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4< And all I crave is certain truth, 
u To quell my anxious pains." 

IfitL 
Here eeas'd the you tb— the holy fage, 

With accents mild rsply'd ; 
*' I know not fon the gentle pair, 

" That in yon cot refide. 

xm. 

** Not long within thofe facred Trails, 

" A lodgtrlha^e been ; 
** Not long haveibught fbrtfcofefoncceHs, 

u To change life's cheRuer'd fcene. 

" But fee where down yonclfcirch way patb, 

" Funeuealpmnp drawadigh, 
* c Some of the mmarful tram tmy chance 

" To gWe the wiftiM reply." 

Scarce faid thefage, whei>from the church, 

The death bell heaving flow ; 
\Virh foleran pace the train Advanced, 

Each bofom throbM with ifroe. 

XVI. 

The pall with fntfur- white ribblrtdj deck'd, 
virgin corfe fedpoke j 



WkUe 
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While village nymphs in fpotlefs robes 
Mourn'd death's untimely ftroke. 

XVH. 

StraighfeEa^r (Co the youth watcalFd,) 
A*pproach*d the fun'ral throng ; 

** And pray to what fair nymph (he cried,) 
* * Do thofe fad rites belong V 9 

XVIB. 
But ah, howfimk hi6 flattering heart, 

How wax'd Ms feature* pate ; 
Whan from the croud a voice reply'd, 

" Matilda of the vafe !" 

Down* <$F©p'd the yout|i, hi€ gokten locks 
Mix*d with the grafcgr^en d$w j 

I A clay cold chiflnefe feifc'd bift foffi^ 
And vsU'd his syra fo blue;. 
XX. 
** And is (he gone ! my toiig fought Tove !** 
In accents weak he cry*d : 
The words fcarce quivered on his lips, 
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THE 

PROGRESS or LIBERTY. 
A POEM. 

HOU that in Greenland's defolated waftes, 
Where horror on uneeaftng winter fmiles, 
Or where amid the vaft Pacific deep, 
UnnumberM ifles lie fcorch'd by Phoebus* rays, 
Canfl: make the native with his lot content ! 
Thou that in more enlighten'd lands can ft teach 
The fans of art and induftry to love 
Thy cholceft bleffings, and fhy gifts to prize ; 
Immortal P&tronefs of heart felt blifs, 
Parent of plenty and unfading joy; 
Bright liberty, accept my votive drains, 
That dare thy recent progrefs to proclaim. 

Fir*d by the theme, my mufe on Fancy's wing 
Upborne— to Trans-Atlantic regions takes 
Her willing flight, and on thy triumphs there, 
Expatiates with wonder and with joy ! 
There what a glorious profpeQ: charms her ftght ! 
Where heretofore no other voice was heard, 

But 
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Ebtthai of fay-ages, wWfe nftdhiag: voice 
Scream'd the dire warhoop to the frighted air, 
And doomed iheir wretched fl^ves in battle won* 
To hoi rid tortures and inhuman feafts : 
Now Freedom civiliz/d thy voice i» heard, 
Which charms a mighty continent with laws 
Of jufiic^. mild huoawty a«d peace.— 
Methinks on Delaware's delight hank^ 
Where amiable Peon's fair city (bnds ; 
I view the eongteft of thy new made ftafces, 
Debate with wifdon*, and with wifdom ait; 
From the bleft countries that fuppoift theii fw&ay* 
Vile flavery with her detected broody 
Of feudal laws and briberieai'oopup^ 
Fly — and the equal rights 07 mak- prevail! 
Oh may thsy evermore prevail— *aod fpread, 
Freedom, thy geaial influence o'er lands 
Benighted lo/ig in ignorance involv'd ; 
Till Miffifiippi'S folitary lfl<;«, 
Rejoice with all thy varied bieflwgs ceowji\J x 
And ev'fy favftge Indian rcfigns, 
His tycaat chieftau for thy e(fual fway.— - 
But not atone to Trans- Atlantic dimes, 
Bright Liberty thy Jnogrefi is confined $ 
Jh Europe too the long expe&ed mom 
Of uuiverfal freedom da;es to dawn. 

L 3 Hark!~r 
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Hark!-— where black flavery*s adamantine gates 
Leap from their hinges at thy magic touch ; 
While ail the horrors of the dire b as tile, 
ReveaPd to day appall the fhudd'ring fight ! 
Engines of torture, hell invented racks* 
And all the trophies of defpotic fway, 
Thy darling fons deftroy with honeft fcorn ; 
And tearing from its bafe the curs'd abode, 
Leave not a wreck to tell fucceeding time, 
Where the fliatne flood of Bourbon's tyrant race. 
But Europe yet affords a nobler fcene, 
Than even this to glorify thy name, 
Immortal Freedom to the end of time. 
The grand proceffion crouds the champ de 

MARS, 

Thoufands on rhoufands fwell thy joyful train, 
Unnumber'd banners wan< on in the air, 
! ; : i us inftruments of mufic play. 
cv 61 anthems of etftatic joy ; 
V.-Tiflft a wife king by patriot fubje&s taught, 
Di&y im to a& the tyrant, and performs 
A n oath of fealty to the rights ok man! 
Thrice h: ppv Frenchmen* in your rulers bleft, 
ht Freedom's choice prerogatives, 
Hew ^i+PiXru &r arc thofe enchanting fcenes; 
n)ik( ll>e lowlii ft of fortune's fons 

Rejoice 
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Rejoice with confcious dignity of foul,) 
From fuch as wrapt your lovely realm of old, 
In Gothic igrfbrance and flavifh bonds ; 
When your fouls trembled at your tyrants frowns, 
Condemned in gaudy courts to pleafe their lufts 
With vile hypocrify, for them alone 
To prune the vine or reap the waving com ; 
While a proud Hi'rarchy a nation's fcoufge, 
Leagu'd with a band of nobles bafely tore, 
Fach untouch'd morfel from jour famifh'd lips ; 
DifFufing penury and wild defpair, 
O'erev'ry province of your beauteous land. 
Such was your priftine lot ! when life was worfe 
Than death — of ev'ry folid joy bereft ! 
And who defires fuch fcenes fhould be reviv'd ? 
Who — but the friends of arbitrary pow'r, 
Foes to the inborn rights of godlike man, 
Such as a burke that with malignant aim, 
Employs his pen in foul corruption's caufe ! 
Let fuch bafe hypocrites that lick the duflr, 
Which tyrants tread on— let fuch fawning flaves 
Know, that mankind abhors the laws they teach; 
Let them far rather vers'd in flavifh art, 
Go howl their tenets to the defart air, 
Where Lybian Lions can command alone: 
There let them fcothe— there flatter beafts of prey, 

No 
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No other tyrants foan fhall rvde on earth f— 
For U>-— the fuu of ;Vc^; -n rifing high* 
Gradual the mills of error fhall d ; ^rft, 
And human tyrants £Jju4der at his fight; 
Titt the remoteft conieis of the globe 
Shall fmile, cooapreft by his all <&s$ring beanis. 

But whither wanders my enchanted mafe ? 
No more let diftant fcenes her lays employ, 
When objccb dearer far attra& at home; 
Whir- this fmaH gen* that crowns old ocean's brow, 
Th:a precious ifland fair Ierne teems, 
With i'ceae * tho* not lb wonderftri and great 
A^ thrjfc of other bads, are not fef$fit^ 
To be enroled in fame*s eternal jift.-~* 
Lcn?4 hiul Hibernians hapfefc children naoura'd, 
Bent ah the yoke which foreiga lords imposed y. 
Her -■ iinmerce by vindiflive ftatutes checked, 
Her feasteft oblig'd to frame her laws 
A' : fbW fdeafhre of a filler's will ;, 
\\ I ■ ■•': .'■ iven rough war e*peird her forts abroad* 

d by the thanktefs jui^'r (he fed, 
He Liiici was left * xpos'd to foreign foes, 
That w'threfeftlefsrage rni^ht foon have fpread 
The horrors of deft u & ton o'er her fciL 
Had not a godhfee—aa immortal few, 
Whoft befem 1 z^u^d with panrietic fire, 

A band 
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A band of volunteers in freedom's cause 
Arofe, the saviours of an haplefs land. 
Shock'd at their fight, injuftice ihudd'ring fled, 
Whilft fell corruption with her harpy mate, 
Oppreffion, fpread their baleful wings and fought 
Black Erebus, from whence at firft they fprang \ 

Soon thro' the effort* of this glorious band, 
Ieme's veflels ftemM the main uncurb'd ; 
. Her fenate independant rights acquir'd, 
And liberty thy progrefs bleft began. 
Which fincc by juft gradation hath advanc'd, 
As late we proved, when an imperious ford, - 
A venal Viceroy, furly and perverfe, 
Sought to obftru& our Senatorial rights: 
But fought in vain, whilft fair Ierne paid 
Due homage to the regent of her choice. 
Nor lefs did old Eblana's fons of late 
Thy genial influence bright Freedom feel, 
When to maintain the pr jet o r they had chofe* 
They made the vile perverters of the laws, 
Though high in office fhrink abalh'd with fliame, 
Whilft juftice prov'd triumphant o'er her foes ! 

Thus far hath Liberty's bright progrefs fpread 

O'er this imperial ifle, but yet far more 

Remains to be jiccompliflx'd by her (bns : 

For ftill the blood of foft humanity 

Runs 
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Runs chin to vic^t an Li/h peafaitf *$ k>fc. 

Where oa the outftretch'dl hoath or on the botim 

Of the damp lake, a raiferaWe race 

Of wretched vi&im* tocabraky, 

Tafteall their li^stjis bittemefs of wanN^ 

No habitation fit to fhelter man* 

Falls to their Owe — a clay conftni&ad hut^ 

Which boafts no window to admit the dfcwn* 

Wraps there ia folitude and piercetefs fhjades ; 

Where to the chilling temprfte they cempJaio, 

On tba ftnaw cough each long kpg winter's night % 

Till morn agprpachss, when with wild defpafe, 

They wake— and by gaunt fermns fore c^pprefl> 

Snatch from the earth in hafte the wa^ry yam, 

TheLr fokfuppoct throughout the annual rounds 

Poor Wretches f-^iniferatfe is- y&& k>i ! 

Mi i worfe the Caffre feces, or th« rough Boof> 

That wan 4 n :$ ^'e* th* heaths e£ i*ahra4<W \ 

Fv; fit ha* meat aodlifc^rty to l*oet. 

B, t ; .'! «- are dooro'd fodafoen by you? lords', 

( The aomi&ai p»lfe{ft«?fro#ywr foil,) 

To fl vkh their defegaited fl**ee* 

Wbc jo J to fill th< « icafare of your w«e«„ 

Vou too have tyrant* of another eaft* 

To eroan te&fiaib* wh* feed thw fofcious ta#*&, 

A- yo«tt ei]peao^-»wbo«Tel ia foft $»&» 

Supported 
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Supported by your daily toil alone, 

An Hirarchy unfeeling, that difrobes 

Your fmall potatoe plats for precious TYTHES ! 

And is there no kind intervening hand, 
Will wave opprefRon's rough defcending ftrokes, 
From falling farther on your haplefs headt> ? 
Yes, in a patriot band you ftill may truft, 
Who tho* th6y oft have failed in your behalf, 
Through perfeverartCe yet may fst you free {•*- 
Oh happy time approach that crowns thisifle, 
With perfefi and .fubjlantial liberty : 
So wherefoe'-er the^baplefs bard fhallJie* 
That Freedom'&dartwn with wesfc attemptproclftims 
That now records the peafantVpiteous woes, 
If poverty be ftill decreed his lot ; 
Whether beneath the fcorching line he pants, 
Or mid fair Gallia's rich vine-»yap& ftrays, 
Or through American Savannahs fweet 
Ranges, with freedom conftant by his fide; 
The pleafing thought may frequent chear his breaft, 
That fair hibzrnia with himself is free \ 



FINIS. 



ERRATA: 



P*ge %a\ line is— jbr trace read truce 

as 1 t— ^&r no read on 

53 — — %%—zfor Mceonics rr^ Moeonides 

1 1 ■, 6— for wrapt ?r^ enwrapt 

73 — — 8— grafting r**^ lading 

"— 75 — *- *~^fvr born read borne 



N B. Inverted commas are placed at the beginning 
<tnd ending qf jcverai fines, Vide Page u and i%— 
t there Jkmtld be none inferted* • 



